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PEEFACE. 


Foe  several  years  past,  the  conviction  has  been  grow- 
ing in  the  mind  of  the  Church  that,  in  the  use  of  per- 
haps not  less  than  forty  different -books  of  Sunday-school 
music — ignoring,  as  most  of  them  do,  the  choicest  hymns 
of  the  Church — our  children  will  "be  taught  not  to  sing 
with  the  congregation."  Hoping  to  remedy,  in  some 
degree,  this  evil,  the  General  Conference,  which  met  in 
Memphis,  May,  1870,  passed  the  following: 

"Resolved,  That  this  General  Conference  hereby  di- 
rects the  publication  of  a  suitable  book  of  Sunday-school 
music  as  soon  as  practicable." 

The  duty  of  bringing  out  this  work  was  assigned  to 
the  Sunday-school  Secretary,  and  the  following  gentle- 
men were  "appointed  a  committee  to  aid  him"  in  the 
work:  T.  J.  Magruder,  W.  H.  Foster,  Rev.  W.  P.  Har- 
rison, D.D.,  T.  F.  Childs,  and  0.  B.  Kerlin. 

In  the  nature  of  the  case  these  gentlemen  have  not 
been  able  to  afford  the  Secretary  that  measure  of  assist- 
ance which  he  would  gladly  have  received  from  them. 
This  is  stated  in  justice  to  the  committee,  that  they  may 
not  be  blamed  for  whatever  may  be  imagined  to  be  ob- 
jectionable in  the  book.  For  what  they  have  been  able 
to  do  we  are  thankful. 

To  Messrs.  Root  &  Cady,  Mr.  T.  E.  Perkins,  Mr.  Philip 
Phillips,  Rev.  Robert  Lowry,  Dr.  A.  B.  Everett,  W.  Id. 
Doane,  0.  W.  Perkins,  and  others,  among  the  leading 
publishers  and  most  gifted  composers,  we  are  under 
many  obligations.  We  are  much  indebted  to  the 
Book  Editor,  Rev.  T.  0.  Summers,  D.D.,  LL.D.,  for 
important  assistance  that  his  varied  gifts  and  complete 
acquaintance  with  hymnology  eminently  prepared  him 
to  give.  But  in  attempting  to  meet  the  requirement  of 
the  General  Conference,  in  bringing  out  this  book — for 


which  neither  talent  nor  education  had  fitted  us — we 
owe  most  to  Mr.  R.  M.  Mcintosh,  a  worthy  member 
of  our  Church,  whose  interest  in  the  cause  induced  him 
to  bring  to  our  aid  both  educated  talent  and  ripe 
experience;  for  which  the  only  remuneration  that  he 
accepts  is  the  pleasure  of  doing  good. 

For  the  many  excellences  of  this  book  our  friends 
must  receive  the  credit;  for  its  defects  we  must  be  for- 
given— we  have  done  what  we  could. 

While  avowing  that  it  does  not  reach  even  our  own 
ideal  of  what  such  a  work  ought  to  be,  it  is  not  pre- 
sumptuous to  say  that  it  is  believed  to  be  better  adapted 
to  the  wants  of  a  Christian  Sunday-school  than  those 
we  have  been  using.  While  the  work  retains  the  true 
characteristics  of  a  Sunday-school  Musio-book,  we  hope 
to  be  approved  for  introducing  many  of  those  noble 
hymns  in  which  the  Church  has  long  offered  the  incense 
of  praise  and  celebrated  the  triumphs  of  grace. 

We  have  ventured  to  call  this  little  book  of  songs 
"The  Amaranth:"  a  word  that  is  not  to  be  taken  as 
descriptive  of  the  humble  volume  that  it  adorns,  but  of 
those  immortal  gospel  truths  which  give  to  sacred  song 
all  its  inspiration.  St.  Peter  has  used  the  word,  in  its 
original  form,  to  describe  that  "inheritance"  which  is 
not  only  "incorruptible  and  undefiled,"  but  so  divine 
in  its  nature  and  supports,  that  it  may  be  said  also, 
that  it  "fadeth  not  away,  reserved  in  heaven  for  you 
who  are  kept  by  the  power  of  God  through  faith  unto 
salvation,  ready  to  be  revealed  in  the  last  time." 
ATTICUS  G.  HAYGOOD, 

Sunday-school  Secretary 

Nashville,  March  1,  1871. 
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VARINA.    CM.    Double. 

Arranged  from  RINK,  by  GEO.  F.  ROOT. 
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1.  ,     {  There  is    a  land  of  pure  delight,  Where  saints  immortal  reign: 

"  \  In  -  finite  day  excludes  the  night, And  pleasures  ban-ish  pain.    £  There  everlasting  spring  abides,  And 
Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood  Stand  dress'd  in  living  green;  >  [stood ,  And 

So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood,  While  Jordan  roll'd  between,       ]  Could  I  but  climb  where  Moses 
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nev- er-withering    flowers:  Death  like  a  nar  -  row    sea,  divides   This  heavenly  land  from  ours, 
view  the  landscape  o'er,  Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood,  Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 
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THE  VALLEY  OF  BLESSING. 


Words  by  ANNIE  WITTENMYER. 


From  "  Leaves  op  Blessing,"  by  per.    WM.  6.  FISCHER. 
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have  entered  the  val  -  ley  of  blessing     so  sweet,  And    Je  -  sus  a-bides -with  me  there 
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Spirit  and  blood  make  my  cleansing  complete,  And  His  perfect  love  casteth   out  fear. 


Oh  come  to  this 
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val -ley    of  blessing  so  sweet.  Where  Jesus  will  fullness  bestow —  And  be-lieve,  and  re-ceive,  and  con- 
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2  There  is  peace  in  the  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet, 
And  plenty  the  land  doth  impart ; 
And  there's  rest  for  the  weary  worn  traveler's  feet, 
And  joy  for  the  sorrowing  heart.  —  Cho. 
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fess  Him,  That  all    His  sal-va-tion  may  know. 

0 p__  _, m    •*-  _& 3  There's  a  song  in  the  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet, 

"1~P~'~|-p  That  angels  would  fain  join  the  strain — 

-  - — :  As,  with  rapturous  praises,  we  bow  at  His  feet, 

™  Crying,  "  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  was  slain  !"—  Chx 
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COME  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 
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Words  and  Music  by  GEO.  F.  ROOT. 
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1.  Come  to  the  Saviour,  make  no    de-ray,  Here  in  His  word  He's  shown  us  the  way;  Here  in  our  midst  He'i 

2.  "Suf  -  fer  the  children!"  oh  hear  His  voice;  Let  every  heart  leap  forth  and  rejoice,  And  let    us  free  -  ly 

3.  Think  once  a-gain,  He's  with  us     to-day;  Heed  now  His  blest  commands  and  obey ;  Hear  now  His  accents 
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stand-ing     to-day,  Tender  -  ly  say  -  ing,  "Come.  "Joy-ful,  joy  -  ful  will  the  meeting  be.  When  from  sin  our 
make  Him  our  choice;  Do  not  de-lay,  but     Come, 
ten  -  der  -  ly  say,  "Will  you,  my  children  Come?" 
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hearts  are  pure  and  free  :  And    we     shall  gath  -  er,  Sav  -  iour,  with  Thee  In    our     e-ter-  nal  home. 
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6  JOY-BELLS 

Words  by  JOSEPHINE  POLLARD. 
Joyfully,  rather  quickly.      , 


Music  by  HENRY  TUCKER.    By  permission. 
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1.  Joy-bells  ring  -  iug,  Children  singing,  Fill  the  air  with  music  sweet ;  Jocund  mea-sure,  Guileless  pleasure, 
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Make  the  chain  of  song  complete. 
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Joy  -  bells  !  joy-bells  !  Nev  -  er,  nev  -  er  cease  your  ringing  ;  Children 
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child  -ren  !  Nev  -  er,  nev-er  cease  your  singing  :  List,    list, 
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the  song  that  swells,  Joy-bells !  joy-bells  ! 
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List,     list,      the  song  that  swells,    Joy  -  bells  !  joy  -  bells  ! 
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2. 

Joy-bells  ringing,  Children  singing, 
Hark  !  their  voices  loud  and  clear, 
Breaking  o'er  us,  Like  a  chorus, 
From  a  purer,  happier  sphere. 
Joy-bells  !  joy-bells  !  <fea 


WHO  IS  HE? 

To  Him  be  glory  both  now  and  forever."    2  Peter  3 ;  18. 

Words  and  Music  by  Rev.  B.  R.  HANBY.     From  "  Chapel  Gems.' 
Chorus. 
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£>.  1.   Who     is     He      in     yonder  stall,       At  whose  feet  the  shepherds  fall  ?  Tis  the  Lord,   0      wondrous 
2.  Who     is     He      in     yonder  cot,         Bending  to       His  toilsome    lot? 


ggp 


fck 


& 


b    l> 


l>    if    V 


0 #-T-#-J — 0 e 0 1 


V    V    '      Pup 


-S # 0 0 0 L-0—i 0 0 9 


ffe 


^~T 


~m.  * 


~d 1 1 — -1- — I 0- 

9  -0-  -#■-#■  -#■•  -0-        -0-         -0- 


-Nn 


sto  -  ry,     'Tis  the     Lord,     the  King  of      Glo  -  ry,      At     His    feet       we    humbly  fall,  Crown  Him, 
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3  Who  is  He  that  stands  and  weeps 
the  grave  where  Laz'rus  sleeps  ? 
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crown  Him,  Loi 
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~^~~§    l"|        I        1 1  — -fe--"  J     Pravs  in  dark  Gethsema 


4  Who  is  He  in  deep  distress, 
Fasting  in  the  wilderness  ? 


He 
Gethsemane  ? 


6  On  the  cross,  lo !  who  is  He, 
Sheds  his  precious  blood  for  me  ? 

7  Who  is  He  that,  from  tbe  grave, 
Comes  to  heal,  and  help,  and  save  ? 

8  Who  is  He  that  on  yon  throne' 
Rules  the  world  of  light  alone? 


WATCH  AND  PRAY. 


R«v  R.  LOWRY.* 
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1.  Watch,  for  the  time 

2.  Chase  slumber  from 

3.  Take    Je  -  sus  for 
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Watch,  while  'tis  call'd  to  -   day  ;  Watch,  lest  the  world  pre  -  vail, 
Chase  doubting  from  thy  breast  ;  Thine  is    the  promised         prize 
Watch,  watch  forev  -  er  -  more,  Watch,  for  thou  soon  must    sleep 
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Watch,  christian,  watch  and  pray  ;  Watch  for    the  flesh      is  weak 

Of  heaven's  e-ter  -  nal     rest  ;  Watch,  christian,  watch  and  pray  ; 

With  thousands  gone  be  -  fore  ;    Now,  when  thy  sun     is  up, 
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Watch,  for     the  foe      is     strong  ; 
Thy     Saviour  watch'd  for  thee  ; 
Now, while 'tis  called  to   -    day, 
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O,  watch, 
Chorus. 


and      pray, 
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Watch,  lest  the  bridegroom  come  ;  Watch,  tho  He  tar-ry      long. 
Till  from  His  brow  poured  forth,  Great  drops  of  ag  -  o   -    ny. 
Now  is  th'ac  -  oept- ed      time;  Watch,  christian,  watch  and  pray. 
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O,  watch  and  pray,  0,  watch  and  pray  0, 


^~ T~tS 


-*-#. 


_«_.*_ 

*+ 


g^TTlfTi^twyTff  vg  »c  *s  k 


•The  Sanday-school  ia  indebted  to  Rev.  Mr.  Lowry  for  many  of  ita  beat  songi. 


WATCH  AND  PRAY.    Concluded.  9 

watch       and  pray ; 


watch  and  pray,  0,  watch  and  pray,0,  watch  in  the  darkness, and  watch  in  the  day  ;  Christian,  watch  and  pray. 
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Words  by  Rev.  WM.  0.  CUSHING 
Joyfully. 


~  i  <  Swell  the  songs  of  heav-en,  there  is  joy  to-day,  For  a  soul  return  -  ing  from  the  wild;) 
•  '  \  See  !  the  Fath  -er  meets  him  out  up -on  the  way  ;  Welcom -ing  His  wea-ry,  wand'ring child.  S 
d.  o.  "lis     the  ransomed  ar  -  my,   like      a  might-y   sea,     Peal-  ing  forth  the  an-them   of     the     free. 
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2  Swell  the  songs  of  heaven  !  there  is  joy  to-day, 
For  the  wand'rer  now  is  reconciled, 
Yes,  a  soul  is  rescued  from  his  sinful  way, 
And  is  born  anew  a  ransomed  child.     Cho. 


3  Swell  the  songs  of  heaven  !  spread  the  feast  to-day 
Angels  swell  the  glad,  triumphant  strain  ; 
Tell  the  joyful  tidings,  bear  it  far  away. 
For  a  precious  soul  is  born  again.     Cho. 
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THERE'LL  BE  REST  BY  AND  BY. 


Words  by  JOSEPHINE  POLLARD. 
Duet. 


W.  H.  DOANE. 
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must  toil     in      the  heat     of 
must  work  for    the  promised 
are     weak,  but  the  Sav-iour 
the    land  where  our  sigh-ing 


the  day,  From    the  dawn   un  -  til  day-light  appears  ;  For  we 
re- ward,  We  must  strive  for  the  crown  we're  to  wear,  And  wher  - 
is  strong,  And  His  grace  He  will  free  -  ly    sup-ply  ;  Tho'  the 
will  cease, Where  no  sor-row  shall  ev  -  er    come  nigh; In  that 
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shall  rest,    we     shall  rest 


bor 
•  ful 

by 
by 


no  more, 
ly    there, 
and    by. 
and    by. 


5 


&-. rr 


m 


There'll  be  rest  by   and    by  ; 
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There'll  be  rest    by     and   by,     by     and    by; 


THERE'LL  BE  REST  BY  AND  BY.    Concluded. 
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There'll  be  rest 


by    and    by ; 
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There'll  be  rest    by      and    by, 
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There'll  be  rest    by      and  by,      by    and  by. 
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PRAISE  TO  CHRIST. 

Semi-chorus, 


2  Voices. 


L.  C.  EVERETT,  Toronto,  C.  W. 
From  "Canadian  Warbler." 
Full-chorus. 
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1.  Come,  children,  join  to  sing,  Halle-lu-jah  !  A  -  men!  Loud  praise  to  Christ  our  King,  Hallelujah!  A  - 
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Semi-chorus. 


Full  chorus. 
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men  !  Let  all,  with  heart  and  voice.Before  His  throne  rejoice:  Praise  is  His  gracious  choice, Hallelujah!  Amen  ! 


9:^ 


---f-F 


2  Come,  lift  your  hearts  on  high,  Hallelujah  !  Amen  ' 
Let  praises  fill  the  sky.  Hallelujah  !  Amen  ! 
He  is  our  guide  and  friend  ; 
To  us  He'll  condescend  ; 
His  love  shall  never  end,  Hallelujah !  Amen ! 


I     '     l 

3  Praise  yet  the  Lord  again,  Hallelujah  !  Amen  ! 
Life  shall  not  end  the  strain,  Hallelujah  !  Amen  I 
On  heaven's  blissful  shore 
His  goodness  we'll  adore, 
Singing  for  evermore,  Hallelujah  !  Amen  I 
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WORK,  FOR  THE  NIGHT  IS  COMING. 


From  "Song  Gakdm."  by  per. 
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1.  Work,  for    the  night  is       com  -  ing,  Work  thro'  the  morning     hours,     Work  while  the  dew    is 

2.  Work,  for    the  night  is       com  -  ing,  Work  thro'  the  sun  -  ny    noon  ;     Fill     brightest  hours  with 
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sparkling,  Work  'mid  springing  fiow'rs  ;  Work  when  the  day  grows  brighter,  Work  in   the  glowing  sun, 
la  -  bor,    Rest  comes  sure  and  soon  ;  Give  ev  -  *ry   fly  -  ing      min  -  ute  Something  to  keep  in  store  ; 


as 
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Work,  for  the  night  is  com  -  ing,  When  man's  work  is  done. 
Work,  for  the  night  is  com  -  ing,  When  man  works  no  more. 
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Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Under  the  sunset  skies  ; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies  ; 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth. 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more  ; 
Work  while  the  night  is  dark'ning, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 


WAITING  BY  THE  RIVER. 

"There  shall  be  no  more  death." 
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Dr.  THOS.  HASTINGS. 
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11. 

1.  I      am  wait  -  ing   by  the  riv-er, 

2.  Far  a  -  way      beyond  the   shadows 

3.  They  are  launching  on  the   riv  -  er, 


And  my  heart  has  wait 
Of  this  wea  -  ry  vale 
From  the  calm  and   qui 


ed  long  ;  Now  I  think      I    hear  the 
of  tears,  There  the  tide      of  bliss  is 
•  et  shore,  And  they  soon  will  bear  my 
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chorus         Of      the    an    -   gels'  welcome  song  ; 
sweeping  Thro'  the  bright  and  changeless  years 
spir-it      Where  the  wea  -     ry   sigh   no   more. 

Oh!  I 
;  Oh  !  I 
For  the 
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see       the  dawn  is      break  -  ing     On   the 
long    to     be     with  Je     -    sus,    In     the 
tide      is  swift  -  ly      flow  -  ing,  And  I 
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hill  -tops  of  the  blest,  "Where  the  wick  -  ed  cease  from  troubling,  And  the  wea  -  ry  be  at  rest.' 
man  -  sions  of  the  blest,  "Where  the  wick -ed  cease  from  troubling,  And  the  wea  -  ry  be  at  rest.' 
long      to   greet  the  blest,  "Where  the  wick -ed  cease  from  troubling,  And  the  wea  -   ry      be    at  rest.' 


^ 


e± 


ZWZIIMl 


%>---> 


1 1" 


14 


THE  ANGELS  IN  THE  AIR. 


By  permUsion.     Rev.  R.  LOWRY. 
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IS.    1.  When  lifes  la    -    bor-song      is       sung,     And     the  eb    -  on      arch      is  sprung,  O'er     the 

2.  Dark    the    sha  -  dows    in        the    vale,     Fierce  the  howl  -  ing      of       the  gale,    But      the 

3.  Flood  the    heart  with  part  -  ing    tears,     Frost  the  head    with   pass  -  ing  years,    Min  -  gle 
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sha  -  ded  couch  of  death  so  still  ;  Then  the  Lord  will  light  the  scene  With  the 
shin  -  ing  ones  are  near  our  door ;  With  our  robes  as  bright  as  they,  We  will 
want     and  woe         to  -  geth  -  er        here  ;    But      the    Lord      will  lift      the  cloud,  That    en 
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an    -  gels    star  -  ry    sheen,       As      they    wel  -  come        us 

tread  the      star  -  ry    way,  With  the      sha  -  dow  and 

wraps  the      shin  -  ing  crowd,      And    we'll   nev   -  er  know 
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to       Zi    -    on's        hill, 
the    storm    no  more. 

a       sor    -    row        there. 
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Chorus. — Steady  time. 
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THE  ANGELS  IN  THE  AIR.    Concluded. 
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We'll      meet    each    oth  -    er    there,        Yes !  we'll    meet    each  oth  -    er    there,       With     the 
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an  -  gels  in      the  air  ;    Yes  !  we'll  meet  each  other  there;  We'll  meet  each  other  there,    Yes !  we'll 
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meet    each    oth  -    er    there,       With  the      an  -  gels,    with      the      an  -  gels    in      the  air. 
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Moderato 


FLEE,  AS  A  BIRD. 

Arranged  from  Mrs.  DANA  by  GEO.  F.  ROOT.    By  permission  of  Messrs.  0.  DITSON  &  Oo. 
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13.  1.  Flee,    as    a  bird    to  your  moun  -  tain,        Thou,  who  art  wea  -  ry  of    sin;... 

2.  He    will  protect     thee  for    ev      -      er,  Wipe  ev  - 'ry  fall  -  ing        tear;.. 
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Go    to  the  clear  flowing  foun  -  tain,  Where  you  may  wash,  and  be  clean  ;        Fly,    for  th'a-ven  -  ger    is 
He    will  forsake  thee,  O  nev  -  er,  Sheltered   so  ten  -  der  -  ly  there  ;        Haste  then,  the  hours  are 
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FLEE,  AS  A  BIRD,    Concluded. 
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near    thee,    Call,  and  the  Saviour  will  hear  thee,         He       on  His  bo  -  som   will  bear        th^e, 

fly    -    ing  ;     Spend  not  the  moments  in  sigh- ing,         Cease  from  your  sorrow  and   ciw     -    ing,     The 
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Thou,  who  art  wea-ry    of    sin,     O    thou,  who  art  wea  -  ry     of    sin. 
Sav  -  iour  will  wipe  ev  -'ry  tear,    The  Saviour  will  wipe  ev  -  'ry    tear. 
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FATHER  IN  HEAVEN. 


Words  by  Mrs.  MARY  B.  CLARKE. 
Duet.  Andante  con  moto. 


R.  M.  McINTOSH, 
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14.     Fa-ther  in   heav'n,  hear  this  our  prayer  so  earnest,  Thou  who  hast  safe  -  ly  brought  us  to    this  day, 
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And  who  a    will 
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ing    ear  for  -ev  -  er  turn-est,    When  un  -  to  Thee  Thy  children  hum-bly  pray 
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Keep    us  from  sin,  be       ev  -  er  near,  Guide  us    a  -  right,  calm    ev  -  ery  fear,  Keep 
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us  from 


Keep  us  from  sin, 


FATHER  IN  HEAVEN,     Concluded. 
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sin,    be 


ev  -  er     near,  Guide 
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us     a  -  right,    calm ev  -  ery     fear. 
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be      ev  -  er    near, 
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Guide  us     a  -  right, 


calm  eve  -  ry    fear, 


Duet.   Largo. 
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Thine    arm      our    souls        can  guard  Safe  through  each  danger  -  ous    hour,  Thine  arm      our 
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Safe  through  each  danger  -  ous    hour,  &c. 


dim. 
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souls     can  guard,      Safe  through  each  dangerous  hour,        Safe  through  each  dangerous     hour. 
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BATTLING  FOR  THE   LORD. 


Semi-chorus. 


1.  We've  list-ed  in 


Be  strong  in  the  Lord."    Eph.  6: 
Chorus. 


10. 

Semi-chorus. 


T.  E.  PERKINS. 
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a      ho  -  ly  war,      Battling  for  the    Lord  !      E  -    ter  -  nal  life,    our  guiding  star, 

2.  We've  girded  on   our  ar-mor  bright, Battling  for  the  Lord  !  Our  Captain's  word  our  strength  and  might, 

3.  We'll  stand  like  heroes  on  the  field,      Battling  for  the    Lord!     And   in  His  strength  we'll  never  yield, 
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Chorus. 
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Full  chorus. 


Bat  -  tling  for  the 
Bat  -  tling  for  the 
Bat  -  tling  for    the 
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Lord! 
Lord! 
Lord! 


We'll 


work  till      Je  -  sus    comes,  We'll  work  till 
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Je  -  sus 
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comes,  We'll 
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work  till  Je  -sus  comes, And  then  we'll  rest 


at 
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home. 


4  Though  sin  and  death  our  way  oppose. 
Battling  for  the  Lord  ! 
Through  grace  we'll  conquer  all  our  foes, 
Battling  for  the  Lord  ! — Cho. 
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t n         5  And  when  our  glorious  war  is  o'er, 

0.y0  Conqu'rors  through  the  Lord  ! 

ill     1     li      We'll  shout  salvation  evermore. 


Conqu'rors  through  the  Lord  ! — Cho 


BEAUTIFUL  RIVER. 


R    LOWRY. 


By  per.  of  tne  author,  Rev 

And  He  ahewed  me  a  pure  River  of  water  of  Life,  clear  as  crystal  proceeding  out  of  th«  Throne  of  God  and  of  the 
Cheerful.  Lamb. "-Rev.  xxii.  1. 
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1.   Shall  we  gath-er 


R-«=T.-;.-SbgE;: 
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2.  On  the 

3.  On  the 


at 

margin   of 
bo  -som  of 


the  riv  - 
the  riv  - 
the  riv  - 


er  Where  bright  an  -  gel  feet  have  trod  ;  With  its  crys-tal  tide  for 

er,  Wash  -  ing       up    its  sil  -  ver     spray,  We  will  walk  and  worship 

er,  Where  the      Saviour-king  we    own,    We  shall  meet,  and  sorrow 
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Chorus. 
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ev    -    er 

Flowing    by 

the  throne  of    God?  Yes, 

we'll    gath  -  er      at      the  riv 

■     er, 

The 

ev    -     er, 

All    the    hap 

-  py,  gold  - 

en    day. 

nev  -    er 

'Neath  the  glo 

-  ry     of 

the  throne. 
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beautiful,  the  beautiful  riv-er — Gather  with  the  saints  at  the  riv 
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er  That  flows  by  the  throne  of  God. 
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Ere  we  reach  the  shining  river, 
Lay  we  every  burden  down  ; 

Grace  our  spirits  will  deliver, 
And  provide  a  robe  and  crown. Cho. 


5  At  the  smiling  of  the  river. 

Rippling  with  the  Saviour's  face, 
Saints,  whom  death  will  never  sever, 
Lift  their  songs  of  saving  grace.  Cho. 


p-y-t 

6  Soon  we'll  reach  the  shining  river, 
Soon  our  pilgrimage  will  cease, 
S"on  our  happy  Hearts  will  quiver 
With  the  melody  of  peace.     Cho. 
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WILLIAMS. 


GUIDE  ME,  0  THOU  GREAT  JEHOVAH.* 

SOLO  AND  QUARTET. 


R.  M.  MclNTOSH. 


Solo.    With  studied  expression. 


Quartet 


I*" 

IT'.  1.  Guide  me,     O       thou  great     Je   -    ho  -  van,  Pil-grim  through  this  barren  land  :  I        am 

2.  O    -     pen,  Lord,  the    crys   -  tal     foun-tain  Whence  the  heal-ing    wa  -  ters  flow;  Let    the 

3.  When    I      tread  the    verge     of       Jor-dan,  Bid  my    anx-ious   fears  sub-side :  Death  of 


%\   PilP    lite r-^ * — n 


Solo. 
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weak,  but  thou 
fie  -  ry,  cloud 
death,  and    hell's 


vuuimmm 


art  might-y: 
y  pil  -  lar 
des-truc-tion, 


Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand,  Hold  me  with  thy 
Lead  me  all  my  jour-ney  through,  Lead  me  all  my 
Land  me     safe       on        Ca-naan's  side :        Land  me    safe  on 


pit 


power-ful    hand:    Hold  me  with  thy  power-ful  hand :     Bread  of    heav-en,  Bread  of    heav-en, 

jour  -  ney  through:  Lead  me  all     my    journey  through:  Strong  De  -  liv-erer  !  Strong  De  -  liv-erer  ! 

Ca  -  naan's  side :     Land  me  safe   on    Ca-naan's  side :     Songs  of  prais-es,  Songs  of    prais-es 

jj    *.       -^     jl     -ft       -_  Solo. 


wm 


:E 


T   ^ 


F=F 


-f2- 


m 


F=* 


•  For  the  Choir. 


GUIDE  ME,  0  THOU  GREAT  JEHOVAH,    Concluded, 
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Feed       rue      till  I     want    no   more, 

Be  tliou     still      my  strength  and  shield, 

I will      ev    -    er    give      to   thee, 
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Feed 

Be 

I.... 
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me      till         I        want no    more. 

thou     still        my     strength      and  shield, 
will       ev     -    er        give to     thee. 
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LOOKING  TO  CHRIST. 

Words  translated  from  the  French  by  Mrs.  MARY  B.  CLARKE. 


Da.  A.  B.  EVERETT. 
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1.     It   is    Jesus    I  proclaim!  Tis  my  Saviour  whom  I  see:  Bow  my  soul  before  His  name,  For  He  comes  to  rescue  thee. 

IS.  2  With  a  word  all  wounds  he  cures, 
Breaks  the  captive's  chain  away, 
And  His  smile  to  us  insures 
Light — however  dark  the  way. 

3  Child  of  Adam.  Lord  am  I  ; 

Sin  and  wickedness  I've  brought 
But  for  sinners  thou  didst  die — 
Let  me  find  what  I  have  sought. 


4  As  the  brazen  serpent  gave, 

In  the  desert,  life  once  more  ; 
So  one  look  to  Thee  can  save, 
And  my  dying  soul  restore. 

5  Teach  me  Lord  this  hope  so  sure — 

Let  me  from  Thee  seek  relief  ; 
And,  that  faith  and  strength  endure, 
Lord  augment  my  weak  belief. 


HOMEWARD  BOUND. 


Arr.  by  Rev.  J.  W.  D  ADM  UN. 


1  I  Out       on 
lO.    *  \  Toss'd  on 
d.  c.  Promise 


FINE. 
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an  o  -  cean 
the  waves  of 
of  which   on 


all  boundless 
a  rough  rest 
us     each     He 


we  ride,  We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound 
less  tide,  We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound, 
bestow'd,  We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 
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Far  from  the  safe    qui  -  et    har  -  bor  we've  rode,  Seeking  our  Father's     ce  -  les  -  tial    a  -  bode, 
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2  Wildly  the  storm  sweeps  us  on  as  it  roars, 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound  ; 
Look  !  yonder  lie  the  bright,  heavenly  shores, 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound ; 
Steady,  0  pilot !  stand  firm  at  the  wheel  ; 
Steady  !  we  soon  shall  outweather  the  gale. 
Oh,  how  we  fly  'neath  the  loud-creaking  sail ! 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 

3  We'll  tell  the  world  as  we  journey  along, 

We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound  ; 
Try  to  persuade  them  to  enter  our  throng, 
We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound: 


Come,  trembling  sinner,  forlorn  and  oppress'd, 
Join  in  our  number, — oh,  come  and  be  blest  ; 
Journey  with  us  to  the  mansions  of  rest. 
We're  homeward  bound,  homeward  bound. 

Into  the  harbor  of  heaven  now  we  glide, 
We're  home  at  last,  home  at  last ; 

Softly  we  drift  on  its  bright  silver  tide, 
We're  home  at  last,  home  at  last; 

Glory  to  God  !  all  our  dangers  are  o'er  ; 

We  stand  secure  on  the  glorified  shore. 

Glory  to  God  !  we  will  shout  evermore, 
We're  home  at  last,  home  at  last! 
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I  HEARD  A  VOICE  FROM  HEAVEN.  25 

From  "Tabor,"  by  permission.     R.  M.  McINTOSH. 
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JiO.     1.  I  heard    a  voice  from  heaven  say  -  ing  un 
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me  :     Write  !  Blessed   are  the   dead,  Write  ! 
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Blessed      are  the  dead    who    die  in     the  Lord,  Blessed    are  the  dead    who  die    in  the  Lord,  who 
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in  the  Lord  from  henceforth.  Yea,  saith  the  Spir  -  it,  that  they  may  rest,  may  rest  from  their 
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bors  and  their  works,  their  works  do   fol 


low   them,     andtheir  works  do  fol  -  low  them. 
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IF  THE  CROSS  WE  MEEKLY  BEAR, 


T.  E.  PERKINS.    From  "  Songs  op  Salvation.  » 
Chorus. 
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1    J  There  is     a  land,  a    sunny  land,Whose  skies  are  always  bright, ) 

I  Where  evening  shadows  never  fall,    The  Sav  -iour  is    its  light    J   If  the  cross  we  meekly  bear,Then  a 
9   j  There  is    a  clime,  a  peaceful  clime,  Be-yond  life's  narrow  sea,    ] 
'  (  Where  every  storm  is  hush'd  to  rest,  There  let  our  treasure  be.      f   If  the  cross  we  meekly  bear,  &c. 
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crown  we  shall  wear,When  we  dwell  on    that  ra-diant  shore ;      O  how  sweet-ly  there  we'll  sing,  Hal-le  - 
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ln-jah      to  our  King,  And  praise  Him     for  ev  -  er- more. 
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3  There  is  a  home,  a  glorious  home, 

A  heavenly  mansion  fair  ; 
And  those  we  loved  so  fondly  here, 
Will  bid  us  welcome  there. — Cho. 

4  We  long  to  leave  these  fading  scenes 

That  glide  so  quickly  by ; 
And  join  the  shining  host  above. 
Where  joy  can  never  die. — Cho. 


CHILDREN  OF  THE  HEAVENLY  KING. 


Words  by  CENNIOX. 


Masic  by  HENRY  TUCKER. 


1.  Children    of     the  heavenly  King,  As     we  journey     let      us  sing — Sing  our  Saviour's  worthy 

2.  We    are   traveling    home  to  God,    In     the  way  our      fa-thers  trod  ;  They  are  hap  -  py  now,  and 

3.  O       ye  banished     seed,  be  glad !  Christ  our  Ad-vo  -  cate      is  made — Us     to  save,  our  flesh  as  - 
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Slo-rious    in    his  works  and  ways.    Vic -to-ry! 
oon  their  bap-pi  -  ness  shall  see. 
Brother     to   our  souls    be-comes. 
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Vic  -  to-ry  !  Soon  we'll  gain  the 
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Oh,  what  a  meeting  there  will  be, When  we  gain  the  victo-ry. 
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Fear  not,  brethren,  joyful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  our  land : 
Jesus  Christ,  our  Father's  Son, 
Bids  us  undismayed  go  on. — Cno. 

Lord  !  obediently  we'll  go, 

Gladly  leaving  all  below : 

Only  Thou  our  leader  be, 

And  we  still  will  follow  Thee.— Cho. 
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ANGRY  WORDS. 

from  «*  Palmer's  S.  S.  Sonqs,"  by  per-    H.  R.  r AL.MBL3 
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S3.   1.  An    -  gry  words !    0,    let    them 

2.  Love     is    much     too  pure   and 

3.  Ad    -  gry   words  !  are  light  -  ly 
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May  the  heart's  best  im  -  pulse  ev  -  er 
For  a  mo  -  ment's  reck -less  fol  -  ly 
Bright-est    links        of      life     are     bro  -  ken 


Check  them,  ere      they   soil      the       lip. 
Thus     to       des    -    o   -  late      and      mar. 
By  a        sin  -    gle      an    -  gry      word. 
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ANGRY  WORDS.     Concluded. 
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Love  one   an  -  oth 
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er."  Thus  saith  the  Sav    -    iour,  Children   o-bey  your  Father's  blest  command. 
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Love  each  oth  -  er, 


Love  each  oth  -  er, 


Tis  your  Father's  blest  coinm  and, 
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Love  one  an   -  oth 
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er,"  Thus  saith  the    Sav 
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iour,  Children    o  -  bey    His   blest  command. 
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Love  each  oth  -  er,"  "Love  each  oth  -  er," 

THE  LORD'S  PRAYER. 

"  After  this  manner  pray  ye."     Matt.  6  :  9. 


Tis   His  blest  command. 


TALLIS. 
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t£~A.    1.  Our  Father  who  art  in  heaven,  hallowed  |  be  thy  |  name  , 

Thy  kingdom  come  ;  thy  will  be  done,  on  |  earth,  ■  as  it  |  is  in  |  heaven 

2.  Give  us  this  day  our  |  daily  |  bread  ; 

And  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  |  those  who  |  trespass  a-  |  gainst  us, 

3.  And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  |  us  from  |  evil  ; 

For  thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the  glory,  for-  |  ever  ■  and  |  ever.     A-  |  men, 
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OVER  THERE. 

I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you."    John  14  :  2. 

T.  C.  O'KANE.    From  "  Hallowed  Sokob,  Revised.' 
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^i.3.  1.  Oh,  think  of    a  home  o  -  ver  there,     By    the  side  of    the  riv  -  er     of    light, 
2.  Oh,  think  of  the  friends  o-ver  there,    Who  be  -  fore  us    the  journey  have  trod, 


Where  the 
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O-ver  there ; 


saints,  all      im-mor-  tal     and     fair, 
songs  that  they  breathe  on  the      air, 
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Are     robed    in    tlieir  gar-nients    of  white,  O  -  ver  there. 
In  their  home  in     the    pal  -  ace     of  God,  O-ver  there. 
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O    ver  there,  O  -  ver  there,  Oh,  think  of    a  nome  O  -  ver  there,  O-ver  there,  O-ver 

O  -  ver  there.  O  -  ver  there.  Oh,  think  of  the  friends  O-ver  there,  O-ver  there,  O-ver 
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OVER  THERE.    Concluded. 
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there, 
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O  -  ver  there, 
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there 


-«— - 


=5= 


si 


i 


al 


N 


O  -  ver  there, 
O  -  ver  there, 


Oh,  think 
Oh,  think 


of 
of 


a    home    o 
the  friends  o 


ver  there, 
ver  there. 
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3  My  Saviour  is  now  over  there, 

There  my  kindred  and  friends  are  at  rest ; 
Then  away  from  my  sorrow  and  care, 
Let  me  fly  to  the  land  of  the  blest. 

Over  there, 
My  Saviour  is  now  over  there. 


ROCK  OF  AGES. 

END. 


I'll  soon  be  at  home  over  there, 
For  the  end  of  my  journey  I  see, 

Many  dear  to  my  heart  over  there, 
Are  watching  and  waiting  for  me. 

Over  there, 
I'll  soon  be  at  home  over  there. 


1.  Rock  of 
D.  c.  Be   of 
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De.  T.  HASTINGS. 
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a  -  ges,  cleft  for  rae,  Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee  ;  Let  the  water  and  the  blood,  From  Thy  wounded  Ride  which 
sin  the  double  cure,  Save  from  wrath,  and  make  me  pure.  [tiow'd. 


Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow, 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know, 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone : 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone : 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring, 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling. 


3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  Thee  on  Thy  throne, 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. 
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Words  by  Mrs.  LYD1  a  BAXTER. 


ONE  BY  ONE. 


Music  by  T.  E.  PERKINS,  Prom  "  Sabbath  Carols,"  by  per. 
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1.  One    by  one  we  cross  the  riv  -  er,    One   bv  one  we're  passing  o'er:  One  by  one  the  crowns  are  given. 
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tide,    And    the  bless  -  ed    Ho  -  ly 


dy  -  ing  Christian's  guide,  And  the 
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M fit. 
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lov  -  ing  gen  -  tie  Spir  -  it    Bears  them  o'er  the  rolling  tide 
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2  One  by  one  we  come  to  Jesus, 

As  we  heed  His  gentle  voice ; 
One  by  one  His  vineyard  enter, 

There  to  labor  and  rejoice. 
One  by  one  sweet  flow'rs  we  gather, 

In  the  glorious  work  of  love, — 
Garlandsfor  the  blessed  Saviour, 

Gather  for  the  realms  above, 
And  the  loving  gentle  Spirit 

Bears  them  to  our  home  of  love. 


WE  ARE  MARCHING  TO  THE  KINGDOM. 


:tt 


Words  bv  Mrs.  MATILDA  C.  EDWARDS. 

J- 


Music  by  R. 


From  '*  Giab  Trorras,''  by  per. 

J. 


1.  We  are  marching  to  the  king-dom,   A     lit  -  tie  pilgrim  band ;  And  our  Captain  walks  before   us,  To 

2.  Thro' a   land  of  clouds  and  darkness,  To  brightest  joys  a-bove;  And  we  have  a  ban-ner   o'er   us — The 

3.  We  have  just  begun   the  bat -tle,We  are  fighting  for  the  crown  ;  And  we  mean  to  gain  the  victory  Ere 

4.  We  have  brothers  gone  before    us,    To  join  the  white-robed  band :  Oh,  how  glad  they'll  be  to  see  us  Safe 
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Chorus  to  each  stanza. 
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guide  us  thro'  the  land.  We  are  marching,  we  are  marching, We  are  marching  to  the  kingdom,  We  are 
name  of    it     is   love. 

we  lay  our  armor  down. 

in    that  hap-py  land ! 
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marching 


to 
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the  king  -  dom,  A 


lit  -  tie 
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pil-grim  band. 
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5  They  are  waiting  for  our  coming 

On  that  bright  blessed  shore ; 
And  how  sweet  'twill  be  to  meet  them 
Where  parting  is  no  more. — Cno. 

6  March  on,  dear  little  pilgrims, 

March  on  and  take  your  crown  ; 

And  bear  your  cross  with  patience, 

Till  call'd  to  lay  it  down.— Cho. 
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LOVE  AT  HOME. 

"  Learn  first  to  show  piety  at  home ."    1  Tim.  5  :  4. 

Words  and  Music  by  J.  H.  McNAUGHTON.  By  permission. 
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O.  1.  There  is  beauty  all    around,  When  there's  love  at  home;  There  is   joy  in  every  sound,  When  there's  love  at 
2.     In  the  cottage  there  is  joy,  When  there's  love  at  home ;   Hate  and  en- vy  ne'er  annoy,  When  there's  love  at 
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home.     Peace  and  pi  en- ty    here    a  -  bide,  Smiling  sweet  on    ev  -  ery  side,  Time  doth  soft-ly,  sweet-ly    glide, 
home.     Eos  -  es    blossom 'neath  our  feet,  All  the  earth's  a    gar  -  den  sweet,  Mak-ing  life     a    bliss  com-plete, 
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When  there's  love  at  home.  Love  at  home,    Love  at  home ;  Time  doth  softly,  sweetly  glide,  When  there's  love  at  home. 
When  there's  love  at  home.  Love  at  home,    Love  at  home ;  Mak-ing  life  a  bliss  complete,  When  there's  love  at  home. 
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LOVE  AT  HOME,    Concluded. 
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Kindly  heaven  smiles  above, 
When  there's  love  at  home  ; 

All  the  earth  is  filled  with  love, 
When  there's  love  at  home. 

Sweeter  sings  the  brooklet  by, 

Brighter  beams  the  azure  sky; 

Oh,  there's  One  who  smiles  on  high, 
When  there's  |:  love  at  home.  :fl  :fl 


GUIDE. 


4  Jesus,  show  Thy  mercy  mine. 
Then  there's  love  at  home ; 
Sweetly  whisper,  I  am  Thine, 
Then  there's  love  at  home. 
Source  of  love,  Thy  cheering  light 
Far  exceeds  the  sun  so  bright — 
fl:  Can  dispel  the  gloom  of  night ; 
Then  there's  |j:  love  at  home.  :|  :fl 

M.  M.  WELLS. 
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j    j  Ho  -  ly  Spir-  it,  faith-ful  Guide,  Ev-  er  near  the  Christian's 

'  /  Gen-tly  lead    us    by    the  hand,  Pilgrims  in      a    des-ert 

2   j  Ev  -  er  pres  -  ent,  tru  -  est  Friend,  Ev  -  er  near  Thine  aid  to 

I  Leave  us  not,  to  doubt  and  fear,  Groping  on  in  darkness 
o    j  When  our  days  of  toil  shall  cease,  Waiting  still  for  sweet  re- 

|  Nothing  left  but  heav'n  and  pray'er,  Wond'ring  if  our  names  w 


i  side ;  I 

land;  f  Wea-ry  souls  will  still  re-joice, 

lend,  I 

drear,  f  When  the  storms  are  raging  sore, 

lease,        ) 

ere  there;  \  Wading  deep  the  dismal  flood, 


While  they  hear  that  sweetest  voice,Whisp'ring  soft-ly,  wand'rer, 

Hearts  grow  faint,  and  hopes  give  o"er,Whisp'ring  soft-ly,  wand'rer, 

Pleading  nought  hut  Jesus'  blood;  Whis-per   soft-ly, wand'rer, 


come!  Fol-low  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home, 
come!  Fol-low  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home, 
come !  Fol-low  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home. 
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HE  LEADS  US  ON. 


He  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of  righteousness  for  his  Name's  sake." 

PHILIP  PHILLIPS.    Prom  "  Nkw  Stutdahd 


Sings  V  by  per. 
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31. 


1.  He  leads  us     on      by  paths  we  did  not  know,  Upwards  He  leads  us    tho'  our  steps  are  slow,  Tho' 

2.  He  leads  us     on    thro'  all    the  trying  years,  Past  all  our  dreamland  hopes  and  doubts  and  fears,  He 
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oft     we    faint     and      fal  -  ter  by    the  way,    Tho'  storms  and  dark  -  ness     oft    obscure  the  day. 
guides  our  steps  through  all  the    tan-gled  maze,   In    paths   of  peace  and  wisdom's  pleasant  ways. 
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Refrain. 
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slow. 
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But  when  the  clouds  are  gone,  We  know  He  leads  us  on,    He  leads   us     on,     He  leads   us     on. 
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AT  THB  END  O*  TUB  LAST  VHRSK. 

slow. 


HE  LEADS  US  ON.      Conclude^ 

very  slow. 
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He  leads  us    on, 
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He  leads  us 
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He  leads  us  on, 
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And  He  at  last,  after  the  weary  strife, 
Will  lead  us  home  to  everlasting  life. 
No  parting  there,  or  pain  on  that  bright  shore, 
We'll  meet  dear  friends  and  sing  for  evermore. 
Refrain.— But  when,  &c. 
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JESUS    IS    MINE.   R.  M.  MoINTOSH,  From  "  Glad  Tedhtgs . "  by  pcr.^ 
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1.  Fade,  fade  each  earthly  joy,      Je-sus  is  mine;  Break  ev'-ry    ten-dertie, 

2.  Tempt  not  my  soul    a-way,     Je  -  sus  is  mine  ;  Here  would  I    ev  -  er  stay, 

3.  Farewell,  ye  dreams  of  night,  Je-sus  is  mine;  Lost  in  this  dawning  light, 

4.  Fare-well,  mor  -tal  -  i  -  ty,      Je  -  sus  is  mine ;  Wel-come  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty, 
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Je  -  sus  is 

Je  -  sus  is 

Je  -  sus  is 

Je  -  sus  is 
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Dark    is  the    wil-derness,  Earth  has  no  rest-ing  place,  Je  -  sus  a  -  lone  can  bless,  Je-sus  is 

Per  -  ishing  things  of  clay,  Born  but  for  one  brief  day,  Pass  from  my  heart  a-way,    Je  -  sus  is 

All  that  my  soul  has  tried,  Left  but  a     dismal  void, — Je  -  sus  has    sat  -  is-fied,    Je  -  sus  is 

Welcome,  O  loved  and  blest,  Welcome,  sweet  scenes  of  rest,  Welcome  my  Saviour's  breast,  je-  sus  is 
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mine, 
mine, 
mine, 
mine. 
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Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY. 


YOUNG  SOLDIERS, 
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Arr.  oy  W.  n.  DOANE. 
Chorus. 
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1    J  Now     gird    the    Christian's      ar  -  mor     on,     And    keep  the     cross    in     view — 


Young  sol  -  diers  in  the  ranks  of  God,  Our  jour  -  ney  we'll  pur  -  sue, 
Tho'  ma  -  ny  dan-gers  we  shall  meet,  And  ma  -  ny  tri  -  als  bear, 
Re  -  mem-ber     still    the    crown  of      joy,     That    he     who     wins  shall  wear, 


S       We  are 
)       We  are 


See 
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bound  for     the  promised  land  of       rest, Sweet  land    of      the  pil  -  grim,    ev 
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land     of   rest 
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blest ! Then  sing  re  -  joic-ing     as     we      go, Then  sing  re  -  joic-ing    as     we     gc. 
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as  we  go. 
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GO  AND  TELL  JESUS. 


T.  P.  SEWABD.     By  permission. 
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34.    1.  Go  and  tell  Je  -  sus,  weary.fainting  soul ;  He'll  ease  fou  of  your  burden,  make  you  whole ,  Look  up  to  Him,  He 
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-  Chorus. 
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on  -  ly  can  forgive ;  lie-lieve  on  Him,  and  you  shall  surely  li  ve.    <  Go  and  tell  Je  -  sus,  He   on  - 1  v  can  fortf^ 

?  Go  and  tell  Je  -  sus,  oh  tura  to 'ilim  and  live 
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Go    and    tell    Je  .  8U8,    go    and    tell    Je  -  sus,      Go    and    tell    Je  -  sus,    He     on  -  ly     can    for  -  give 
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2  Go  and  tell  Jesus,  when  vour  sins  arise 

Like  mountains  of  deep  guilt  before  your  eyes 
His  blood  was  spilt,  His  precious  life  He  gave,' 
That  mercy,  peace  and  pardon  you  might  have. 
Cho. — Go  and  teli  Jesus,  <&c. 


3  Go  and  tell  Jesus,  He'll  dispel  your  fears. 

Will  calm  your  doubts,  and  wipe  away  vour  tears 
He'll  take  you  to  His  arms,  and  on  His  breast 
You  may  be  happy,  and  for  ever  rest. 
6TAo. — Go  and  tell  Jesus,  ifcc. 
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HE  LEADETH   ME. 


JL M 1 ^_ 


From  "Glad  TiDiNas,"  by  permission.    Mrs.  R.  M.  McINTOSH. 
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1.  He     lead    -      eth  me !  Oh,  blessed    thought 

2.  Sometimes,  'mid  scenes  of    deepest  gloom, 

3.  Lord,  I        would  clasp  Thy  hand  in  mine, 

4.  And  when  my  task  on  earth  is     done, 


Oh,       words 
Some  -  times, 
Nor      ev 
When,  by 


with  heav'nly  comfort 
where  E  -  den's  bowers 
er     murmur  nor    re  - 
Thy  grace,  the  victory's 


fraught ! 
bloom, 
pine  : — 
won, 


What-e'er  I  do,  where'er  I  be,  Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  leadeth  me 
By  wa  -  ters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea — Still  'tis  His  hand  that  leadeth  me 
Con  -  tent  what  -  ev  -  er  lot  I  see,  Since 'tis  my  God  that  leadeth  me 
E'en  death's  cold  wave  I  will  not  flee,    Since  God  thro'  Jordan    leadeth  me 
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Chobus. 


HE  LEADETH   ME. 


£*£ 


Concluded. 
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Repeat  Chorus  pp. 


He    leadeth    me 


He      leadeth  me  !     By     His  own  hand  He  leadeth    me. 


iSi^lii 


GOD  IS  NEAR  THEE. 

"Thou  art  near,  0  Lord." 


I50.  1.  God  is  near    thee,  therefore  cheer  thee,  Sad 
2.  Calm  thy  sad-ness,    look    in     gladness,    On 

E 


soul  ! 
high  ! 


He'll  de  -  fend    thee,  when  around  thee 
Faint  and  wea  -  ry,     pilgrim,  cheer  thee, 
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Billows    roll,  When  around  thee    bil  -    lows 
Help  is  nigh  !  Pilgrim,  cheer  thee,  help     is 


S3e 
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roll, 
nigh ! 
JO. 
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3  Mark  the  sea-bird  wildly  wheeling 

Through  the  skies ! 
God  defends  him,  God  attends  him, 

When  he  cries ! 
God  attends  him  when  he  cries. 

4  God  is  near  thee,  therefore  cheer  thee, 

Sad  soul ! 
He'll  defend  thee,  when  around  thee 

Billows  roll, 
When  around  thee  billows  rolL 
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Words  by  Miss  S.  J.  C.  WHITTLESEY. 


HE  CHILDREN'S  PLEA. 

Melody  by  LOULIE  EVERETT  McINTOSH,  a  little  girl  only  four  years  of 


age. 
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Teacher*.  1 


Scholars, 
Chorus.    3. 


brins 


Loving   Sav  -  iour,     here    we 

Teach  their  youthful    lips      to      sing 

2   (  Loving    Sav  -  iour,     here     be  -  fore 

'  (  Let  our  youth  -  ful     hearts   a  -   dore 

v  Oh, the  bless  -  ed  -  ness    and    glo 

\  Words  can  nev  -  er        tell     the      sto 


tie 


Thee,  Lit  -  tie     ones,      at    Thy 

Thee  Prais  -  es  through  this  pil  - 

Thee,  In       the    morn  -  ing    of 

Thee,  Help  our    lips        to  hjonn 

ry  Of      our    dear       Re-deem  - 

ry,  Till    we    wake       in  worlds 


com 
grim 
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Lord,  re  -  ceive  them,  Sav  -  iour,  lead  them,  Ev  -  er,  with  Thy  ho  -  ly  hand. 
Give  our  weak  -  ness,  Through  Thy  meek -ness,  Strength  to  walk  in  wis  -  doin's  ways. 
All  its         ful  -  ness,     All       its        free  -  ness,    Vast      e    -     ter  -  ni   -    ty       will      prove ! 


t 
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Teachers. 


1  To  Thy  service,  loving  Saviour, 
We  would  train  each  little  one; 
Smile  upon  their  good  behavior, ' 
Let  them  plead,  till  life  is  done, 
That  the  dying, 
Heathen,  sighing, 
All  may  see  the  gospel  sun. 


Scholars. 

Saviour,  hear  our  supplication, 

Through  our  pilgrimage  below; 
Let  the  most  benighted  nation 
Thy  great  love  and  gospel  know; 
Loving  Saviour, 
To  the  children,  [show. 

Through  all  lands,  Thy  goodness 


Chords. 

6  Hear  us,  great  Jehovah,  hear  us, 
While  we  daily,  humbly  pray, 
Let  the  heathen,  far  or  near  us, 
Hear  Thee  calling,  and  obev; 
Let  the  Bible, 
And  the  Sabbath, 
Gladden  every  earthly  way. 


Words  by  Mrs.  MARY  BAYARD  CLARKE 


JESUS,  OUR  CAPTAIN 


^m 


3?^.  1.  Oh,  we  are  }routhful    soldiers,  Whose  warfare's  just  begun,    And  fierce  will  be  the  bat-  tie,  Be- 

2.  He  gives  us  trust -y     ar-  mor,  And  weapons  for  the  fight,    And  here  we  learn  each  Sunday  To 

3.  Pray'r  is  our  sur-est    weapon,  We'll  use  it     ev-ery  day,    For  none  can  win  the  bat  -  tie,  Who 

4.  If     we    sal  -  va-tion's  hel  -  met  Would  for  our  foreheads  gain,  We  must  renounce  the  dev  -  iL,    And 
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fore  the   vict'ry's  won  : 
use  them  both  a  -  right. 
do  not  watch  and  pray, 
worldly  pomp  so  vain, 


For  cease-less    is    the     struggle,      If     we  would  con-quer    sin,  But 

And    if     we    are  but    steadfast,   With  them  we'll  conquer    sin,  For 

And  righteousness'  the  breast-plate,  To    shel  -  ter    us    from  sin  ;  And 

And  fight  beneath  Christ's  banner   Most  man  -  ful  -  ly  'gainst  sin,  With 
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Je-sus    is    our  Cap -tain,  And  He'll  win 

Je-sus    is    our  Cap -tain,  And  He'll  win 

Je-sus    is    the  Cap -tain,  Who  will    win 

Je-sus   for  our  Cap -tain,    If     we'd  win 

-a-  m.                    I 


i     r 

But  Je-sus  is  our  Cap -tain,  And  He'll   win. 

For  Je-sus  is  our  Cap -tain,  And  He'll  win. 

And  Je-sus  is  the  Cap -tain,  Who   will    win. 

With  Je-sus  for  our  Cap -tain,    If     we'd  win. 
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OH.  DON'T  YOU   HEAR  THE  ANGELS  COMING? 


Dmrr. 


Music  by  EMILIA;*  nAROCHE. 
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39.     1.  Ho  -  ly       an  -  gels  in  their  flight,  Traverse     o  -  ver  earth  and  sky,     Acts    of     kindness  their  de- 

2.  Tho' their  forms  we  cannot    see,     They  at  -  tend  and  guard  our  way,  Till    we    join  their  com-pa- 

3.  Had  we     but     an  an-gel's    wing,  And  an      an-gel's  heart  of  flame,  Oh,    how  sweetly  would  we 

4.  Yet,  me-thinks  if     I  should  die,     And  be  -  come  an    an  -  gel  too,       I,    perhaps,  like  them  might 


Semi-choeus. 


light,  Wing'dwith  mer  -  cy      as    they    fly.      Don"t  you  hear  them?  Don't  you  hear  them?  Coming, 

ny  In  the  realms  of    end  -  less     day. 

ring  Thro'   the   world   the     Sav-iour's  name, 

fly,  And      the     Sav  -  iour's  bid  -  ding  do. 
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com  -  ing      o  -    ver      hill        and    plain,     Scatt'ring      mu  -  sic      in     their      heavenly    train. 
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OH,  DON'T  YOU  HEAR  THE  ANGELS  COMING?    Concluded.       45 

Chorus.  n    K  IS  N  rcPeai  PP- 


Oh,  don't  you  hear  the    angels  coming,  Singing   as  they  come?  Oh  !  hear  me  angels,     angels  bear  me  home. 
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OLIVER  HOLDEN. 
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1.  All  hail  the  pow'r  of    Je-sus'  name!  Let  angels  prostrate  fall  :  Bring  forth  the  royal  di  -  a  -  dem,  And 

2.  Ye    cho-sen  seed  of  Is-rael's  race,  A  remnant  weak  and  small,  Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace,  And 
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3  Ye  Gentile  sinners,  ne'er  forget 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall : 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


4  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 
On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


»5  O  that,  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 
We  at  his  feet  may  fall ! 
We'll  join  tlie  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 
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LITTLE  PILGRIM  HERE  BELOW. 
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41.  l.I'm 
2.  I'm 


pil  -  grim,    pil  -  grim  here     be  -  low,    Lit  -  tie      pil  -  grim  here     be  -  low,  Marching 
pil  -  grim,    pil  -  grim  here    be  -  low,    Lit  -  tie      pil  -  grim  here     be  -  low,  Pressing 
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on  -  ward  to     my   home,  Where  the    bless  -  ed     Sav-iour's  gone,       I    would  press  with  vi  -  gor 
on  -  ward  to     the    shore,  Where  the    wea  -  ry     are      at      rest,    With  the    Sav-iour    ev  -  er 
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Refrain. 
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on,     Singing  glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry,   glo  -  ry    hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah. 
blest,  And  the   an  -  gel  hosts  are  sing-ing  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah. 
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Yes,    oh,  yes  !    I     am  homeward 


Usui 


LITTLE  PILGRIM  HERE  BELOW.     Concmaea. 
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bound  !  Sing  -  ing     glo  -  ry, 


sing-ing   glo  -  ry  ;         Pressing  on-ward   to    my  home,  Where  the 
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bless  -  ed     Sav-iour's  gone,    Sing  -  ing     glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry,      glo  -  ry    hal  -  le  -    la 
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I'm  a  pilgrim,  pilgrim  here  below, 
Little  pilgrim  here  below, 
Trav'ling  onward  to  my  home, 
Where  a  mansion  bright  I  see, 
And  the  angels  wait  for  me, 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory  hallelujah. 
Yes,  oh,  yes  I  &o. 


I'm  a  pilgrim,  pilgrim  here  below, 
Little  pilgrim  here  below, 
Striving  bravely  for  a  crown  : 
Soon  from  earth  I'll  pass  away 
To  the  realms  of  endless  day  ; 
Soon  I'll  join  the  ransom'd  throng  in  glory 
singing.      Yes,  oh,  yes  !  <fec. 
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DO  THE  RIGHT. 


JHILIP  PHILLIPS. 


"JNo  man.  having  put  his  hand  to  the  plough,  and  locking  back,  is  fit  for  the  kingdom  of  God." 


l?w.      1.  Courage,  brother,     do  not  stum  -  ble,  Tho' thy  path  be  dark     as  night  ;  There's  a     star        to 

2.  Let  the  road     be  rough  and  drea-ry,     And  its    end  far  out     of  sight,     Foot    it    brave  -  ly! 

3.  Per-ish    pol  -  i  -    cy     and  cunning!   Per-ish   all   that  fears  the  light !    Whether    los     -    ing, 
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guide  the  hum-ble  ; 
strong  or  wea  -  ry, 
wheth-er    win-  ning 


'Trust  in  God,  and  do 
'Trust  in  God,  and  do 
'Trust  in  God,  and  do 


the  right, 
the  right.' 
the  right. 


Do  the  right, 


Do  the  right, 
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Do  the  right, 


Do  the 
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'Trust  in      God,  and    do      the     right. 
Jg_ 0 0—T-0 0 0 f"    ,    Tg.:- 


4  Trust  no  party,  sect,  or  faction  ; 
Trust  no  leaders  in  the  fight : 
But  in  every  word  and  action, 
"Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right." 


Cho. 


5  Some  will  hate  thee,  some  will  love  thee, 
Some  will  flatter,  some  will  slight  ; 
Cease  from  man,  and  look  above  thee, 
"Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right."     Cho. 


WHO  WILL  MEET  ME? 
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From  "Citapel  Gems,"  by  permission.     GEO.  F.  ROOT. 
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<i3.     1.  Who    will    meet  me   when     I        die?    Who  will   lead    me 
2.  When  my     Sav  -  iour  from     on      high,   Calls  my     spir  -  it 


the     sky  ?  Who  will  love  me 
the    sky,   Who  will  meet  me 
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Chorus. 
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in  that  land?  In    that  spir-it    land.       Angels  bright  will  meet  mo, Angels  bright,  an  -  gels  bright 
on  the  strand,  Of    that  spir-it    land?  , 
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Angels  bright  will  meet    me,     In  that  spir  -  it  land. 
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Who  will  hush  my  trembling  heart? 
Who  will  heavenly  joy  impart? 
Who  will  love  me  in  that  land? 
In  that  spirit  land. 
Angels  bright,  <fcc. 
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WHOSOEVER  WILL. 

Words  and  Music  by  V.  P.  BLISS.    From  "The  Prize,"  by  per.  of  ROOT  and  CADT. 

J h_ 
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4-i«  1.  "Who-so-ev  -  erheareth."  Shout,  shout  the  sound!  Send  the  blessed  tid-ings  all    the  world  around; 

2.  Who-so-ev-  er    com-eth    need  not      de-lay;  Now  the  door  is     op  -  en     en  -  ter  while  ye  may; 

3.  "Who-so-ev-  er  will,"  the  prom-ise       se-cure:  "Who-so-ev  -  er  will, "  for  -  ev  -  er  musten-dure; 
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Spread  the  joy  -  ful  news  wher  -  ev  -  er  man  is  found.  "Who-so  -  ev  -  er  will  may  come.' 
Je  -  sua  is  the  true,  the  on  -  ly  liv  -  ing  way  ;  "Who-so  -  ev  -  er  will  may  come.' 
"Who-so-ev  -   er      will,"    'tis      life     for  -  ev  -  er  more  ;  "Who-so  -  ev  -  er    will    may  come.' 
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Chorus. 
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Who  -  so  -  ev  -  er    will,    who  -  so  -  ev  -  er  will,"  Send  the  proc-la  -  ma  -  tion    o  •  ver  vale  and     hill 
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WHOSOEVER  WILL.     Concluded. 
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'Tis      a     lov-ing  Fn  -  ther    calls     the  wand'rer  home;" Who-so  -  ev  -  er    will   may   come. 


— i V V t 

Words  by  Rev.  T.  0.  SUMMERS.  D.D. 
Trio. 
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MORNING  AND  EVENING, 

"  In  the  morning  will  I  direct  my  prayer  unto  Thee.1 

J^r- ,_-! -N      & 
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R.  M,  McINTOSH. 
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44j».  1.  The  morning  bright,  With  ro  -  sy  light,  Has  waked  me    up    from  sleep: 


Fa  -  ther,   I    own  Thy 

i k 
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love    a  -  lone 
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Thy 
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tie     one  doth     keep. 


2  All  through  the  day,  I  humbly  pray, 
Be  thou  my  guard  and  guide  ; 
My  sins  forgive,  And  let  me  live, 
Blest  Jesus  near  Thy  side. 

2  Oh,  make  Thy  rest  Within  my  breast, 
Great  Spirit  of  all  £race  ; 
Make  me  like  Thee,  Then  shall  I  be 
Prepared  to  see  Tby  face. 


I  will  both  lay  me  down  in  peace,  and  sleep  ;  for  thou,  Lord,  only  makest  me  to  dwell  in  safety." 
1.  2.  3. 


Ps.  4 


The  daylight  fades  ;  the  evening  shades 
Are  gathering  round  my  head  : 

Father  above,  I  praise  that  love 
Which  smooths  and  guards  my  bed. 


While  thou  art  near  I  need  not  fear 
The  gloom  of  midnight  hour : 

Blest  Jesus,  still  from  every  ill 
Defend  me  with  thy  power. 


Pardon  ray  sin,  and  enter  in 
And  sanctify  niy  heart  : 

Spirit  divine,  oh,  make  me  thine, 
And  ne'er  from  me  depart 
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THE  SONG  OF  THE  ANGEL  REAPERS. 


Con  anima. 


B.  and  GEO.  F.  BOOT.    From  " Thb  Pmzb,"  by  permission. 
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46. 1.  Oh, 
2.  Go 
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we    are  the  reap-ers  that  gar  -  ner     in 

out    in    the  by-waj'S,  and  search  them  all ; 

1         Is      ft    I         h      ft       1         1         1 

The  sheaves  of  the  good  from  the  fields  of  sin  ; 
The  wheat  may  be  there,  tho'  the  weeds  are  tall : 
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With  sick  -  les    of  truth  to   the  work  we  come,      And    no  one  may  rest  till  the  "  harvest  home." 
Then  search  in  the  highway,  and  pass  none  by,         But    gath-er  from  all  for  the  home  on  hign. 
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Chorus. 
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We    are    the  reap-ers !     Oh,  who  will  come,     And  share  in    the  #lo  -  ry     of  the  "  harvest  home  ?" 
4*-      4*-'*-     *-     *-  4JL      4L     49-     4*-  4*-      +-      4*-  '  4*-    #■     ■*■     4*-  '  4*-       f-     4*-     4*. 
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THE  SONG  OF  THE  ANGEL  REAPERS.    Concluded. 
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Oh,  who  will  help  us 


to     gar-ner    in  The  sheaves  of    good  from  the  fields  of    sin. 
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Words  by  DODDRIDGE. 


ANDREW.     L.  M. 


r.  m.  Mcintosh. 
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4^.  1.  Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love ;  But  there's  a  no-bler    rest  a-bove :  To  that  our  laboring 

2.    No  more  fatigue,  no  more  distress ;  Nor  sin  nor  hell  shall  reach  the  place :  No  sighs  shall  mingle 
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souls    aspire,  With  ar  -  dent  pangs  of  strong  de-sire, 
with  the  songs  Which  warble  from  im-mor-tal  tongues. 
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3  No  rude  alarms  of  raging  foes, 
No  cares  to  break  the  long  repose, 
No  midnight  shade,  no  clouded  sun, 
But  sacred,  high,  eternal  noon. 

4  O  long-expected  day,  begin, 

Dawn  on  these  realms  of  woe  and  sin 
Fain  would  we  leave  this  weary  road 
And  sleep  in  death,  to  rest  with  God. 
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JESUS  WILL  WELCOME  ML 


We  rejoice  in  hope  of  the  glory  of  God."    Bon.  e  •  • 

i.  B.  rETCKLLNS.  From  "  Bonos  of  Salvation,"  by  per. 
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1.  My 

2.  How 
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spir  -  it  in  hope  is  re  -  joic  -  ing,  The  glo  -  ry  of  heav  -  en  to  see, — 
bright  are  the  vis  -  ions  of  rap  -  ture,  Which  oft  -  en  by  faith  I  be  -  hold : 
Sav  -  iour,     I    long      to      be  -  hold   Thee,  Thy    glo  -    ri  -  fied     ini  -  age     to        bear, 
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A     man-  sion  pre  -  pared  for     the  faith    -  fill,  Where  Je  -  sus      is     wait  -  ing    for      me. 
The  saints  in    their   gar-men ts    of     beau   -  ty,     The    cit   -  y   whose  streets  are     of      gold ! 
To    reign  in      the  house    of    Thy    Fa    -  ther,  The  home  Thou  hast  gone     to     pre   -  pare. 
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Je  -  sus  will  give  me     a   wel    -  come  there, 
-€ — (f — « — « i 
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Je-  sus  will  give  me   a   wel  -  come  there ; 
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Je  -  sus  will  welcome  me  there. 
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Je  -  fl"«  will  welcome  me 


JESUS  WILL  WELCOME  ME,     Concludes 
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there; 
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Je  -  sus       is     help  -  ing     me    on    -    -    -    -  ward, 


Je  -  sus    will    wel  -  come  me     home, 
h        N        h      m       -0-      *-    -#-•-#- 


Je  -  sus       is  help  -  ing    me      on  -  ward, 


Legato,  not  to  sloio. 


MANOAH.    C.  M. 


19. 1.  Ma  -jestic  sweetness  sits  enthroned  Upon  the  Saviour's  brow .  His  head  with  radiant  glories  crown'd, 
2.  He  saw  me  plunged  in  deep  distress,  And  flew  to  my  re  -  lief:       For  me  He  bore  the  shameful  cross, 


^4 


PS 


3  To  heaven,  the  place  of  His  abode, 

He  brings  my  weary  feet, 
Shows  me  the  glories  of  my  God, 
And  makes  my  joys  complete. 

4  Since  from  His  bounty  I  receive 

Such  proofs  of  love  divine, 
Had  I  a  thousand  hearts  to  give, 
Lord,  they  should  all  be  Thine. 
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JESUS  OF  NAZARETH  PASSETH  BY. 


"  He  beard  that  it  was  Jesus  of  Nazareth.' 

|   1st  time. 


Mark  10 :  47. 
2d  time. 


Music  by  T.  B.  PEBKINS. 
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,    f  What  means  this  eager,  anxious  throng,Which  moves  with  busy  haste  a  -long— 

t  These  wondrous  gatherings  day  by  day  T  What  means  this  strange  com-  \Omit\  S  mo  -  tion,  say  T  In    accents  hushed  the  throng  replys 
9    (   Who    is    this  Je-sus  ?  Why  should  he  The  cit   -y     move  so  migrht  -  i  -ly?  ^ 


ing  stranger,  has   He  skill  To  move  the    mul-  ti  -  [Omit ]jtude  at  will?   A-gain  the  stirring  tones  re-ply 
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sus   of  Naz  -  a  -  reth  pass  -  eth  hy;"    In     accents  hushed  the  throng  re -ply:  "Je -sus  of   Naz- a -reth  passeth  by.' 
8us   of  Naz  -  a  -  reth  pass  -  eth  by;"    A  -  gain   the  stir  -  ing  tones    re-  ply:  "Je  -sus  of    Kaz-  a  -reth  passethby  ** 
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Jesus !  'tis  He  who  once  below 

Man's  pathway  trod,  'mid  pain  and  woe ; 

And  burdened  ones,  where'er  he  came, 

Brought  out  their  sick,  and  deaf,  and  lame. 

The  blind  rejoiced  to  hear  the  ciy : 

"  Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by." 

Again  He  comes !    From  place  to  place 
His  holy  footprints  we  can  trace. 
He  pauseth  at  our  threshold — nay, 
He  enters — condescends  to  stay. 
Shall  we  not  gladly  raise  the  cry: 
M  Jesus  of  Nazareth  Dasseth  bv." 


5  Ho  !  all  ye  heavy-laden,  come  ! 
Here's  pardon,  comfort,  rest,  and  home 
Ye  wanderers  from  a  Father's  face, 
Return,  accept  His  proffered  grace. 

Ye  tempted,  there's  a  refuge  nigh: 
"  Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by." 

6  But  if  you  still  this  call  refuse, 
And  all  His  wondrous  love  abuse, 
Soon  will  He  sadly  from  you  turn, 
Your  bitter  prayer  for  pardon  spurn. 

"  Too  late  !   too  late  !"  will  be  the  cry— 
"  Jesus  of  Nazareth  ha*  passed  by." 


0  PRAISE  THE  LORD, 


57 


Words  by  Mrs.  MARY  BAYARD  CLARKE. 
Spirited.  Solo,  or  Semi-chorus. 


Music  by  EMILIUS  LAROCHE. 


£51.     1.  0  praise  the  Lord,  for  He  is     God,   All    angels  unto  Him  do  cry,  The  heav'ns  and  all  the  powr's  there- 

2.  The  cher-u-bim  and  ser  -  a  -  phini       Be-fore  His  throne  forever  bow,    And  ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly, 

3.  The  prophets  and  the  martyrs  praise.  And  bless  His  name  forever  more.The  holy  church  thro'out  the 

4.  Thou  art  the  King  of  gloryl  Christ,  The  Father's  true  and  on-ly  Son  ;  The  Ho-ly  Ghost  the  Comfort- 

5.  In  Thee    a  -  lone  we  put  our  trust,  Then  let    us  not  confounded  be,     And  let  Thy   mercy  be    on 
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Chorus  to  each  stanza. 
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rus  !  swell     the  cho  -  rus  ! 


in       Do  praise    His  name  and  magni  -  fy.       Then  swell 
cry,     Lord  God     of    Sab  -  a  -  oth  art    Thou, 
world  Doth  Him   in    ma  -  jes  -  ty    a   -  dore. 
er,       The     ev  -    er  -  last  -  ing  Three  in  One. 
us        As      we,      O     Lord,  do  trust  in   Thee. 


-y — r~ 

the  cho 


sm 


T- 


^EIE£ 


'& 


"» — 1        J     i 
9—9 9     >'£      V 


Children  join     the  joy-ful  song.  Then  swell  the  cho-rus  !  swell  the  cho-rus  !  Children  join  the  song. 
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58  THE  BEAUTIFUL  STREAM. 

"  And  he  showed  me  a  pore  river  of  water  of  life,  dear  as  crystal ,  proceeding  oat  of  the  throne  of  God  and  of  the  Lamb. " 

PHILIP  PHILLIPS.    From  "  New  Standard  Snra_,"  by  per. 
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59.  1.  Oh,  hast  thou  ne'er  heard  of  the  beau  -  ti-ful  stream,  That  flows  thro'  our   Fa  -  ther's 

2.  Its    vir  -  tues  en  -  dure,  and  its  wa  -  ters,  so   pure,    Are  sweet    to    the    wea  -  ry 

3.  This  beau  -  ti  -  ful  stream  is  the  "  riv  -  er   of     life,"    It     flows    for    all     na  -  tions 

4.  Oh,  wilt  thou  not  drink    of  this  beau  -  ti  -  ful  stream,  A.nd  dwell  on    its    peace  -  ful 


land?  Its 
soul ;  It 
free ;  A 
shore?  The 
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■  it   says, 
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bright    in  the  heav  -  en  -  ly    light,  And    rip  -  pie   o'er   gold  -   en 

throne    of  Je  -  ho  -  vah    a  -  lone,  Come  drink  where  its  bright  waves 

wound  in  its     wa  -  ters    is    found ;  Oh,    sin  -  ner,   it      flows     for 

"  Come  all  ye    wea  -  ry  ones  home,  And  wan  -  der    in      sin        no 

______ # ,d g     ,    f  ;     m g J_ 


■a- 


£ 


i 


S 


2Z 


£ 


:?=fc3j: 


Seek  now  that  beau-ti  -  ful 
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stream, 


Seek  now  that  beau-ti  -  ful 


_s 


_l 


*^* 


stream ;  .    Its 
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Oh,  seek  now  that  beuuli  -  l'ui       stream. 


Seek  now  that  beauti  -  ful 


THE  BEAUTIFUL  STREAM.    Concluded. 
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wa  -  ters    so    free,       are    flow-ing  for   thee,      Oh,   seek   then  that  beau  -  ti  -   nil 

& « ^ f"        ■        2- ^ 0 (2 P~ r—  fi 0 * 1 1 1 


stream. 


£ 


tt 


^ 


3: 


« — ^ 


stream,     so    free, 
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Words  by  Dh.  WATTS. 

Earnestly.  ■ 


SUMMERS.     L.  M. 
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e«a, 


r.  m.  Mcintosh. 


433. 

1.  High  in  the  heav'ns,  e-ter  -  nal  God,  Thy  goodness  in      full  glo  -  ry  shines ;  Thy  truth  shall  break  thro' 

2.  For    ev-er  firm  Thy  jus-tice  stands,  As  mountains  their  founda-tions  keep;  Wise  are  the  won-ders 
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ev  -  ery  cloud  That  veils  and  darkens  Thy    de  -signs. 
of  Thy  hands,  Thy  judgments  are  a  might -y    deep. 
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3  Thy  providence  is  kind  and  large, 
Both  man  and  beast  Thy  bounty  share ; 
The  whole  creation  is  Thy  charge, 
But  saints  are  Thy  peculiar  care. 

4  My  God,  how  excellent  Thy  grace ! 
Whence  all  our  hope  and  comfort  springs  ; 
The  sons  of  Adam  in  distress 

Flv  to  the  shadow  of  Thy  wings. 


60 


Joyful. 
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A  HOME  IN  HEAVEN, 

1  In  my  Father'!  house  are  many  mansions." 

S 


I 


T.  0.  O'KANE.    By  permlaslon. 


i 


S4f   1.  A   home  in  heaven !  what    a      joy  -  ful  thought,  As  the  poor  man  toils  in      his  wea  -  ry    lot, 

2.  A   home  in  heaven !  As     the     sufferer  lies     On     his  bed    of  pain  and     up  -lifts  his  eyes 

3.  A   home  in  heaven !  When  our  treasures  fade,  And  our  wealth  and  fame  in    the  dust  are  laid, 

4.  A   home  in  heaven !  When  our  friends  have  fled  To  the  cheerless  gloom  of    the  mold'ringdead, 
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Ritard  ad  lib. 
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His  heart  oppressed,     and    by    anguish  driven  From  his  home  be  -  low     to 
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his  home  in  heaven. 
To  that  bright  home,  what  a       joy    is  given,With  the     blessed  thought  of       a  home  in  heaven. 
When  strength  de-cays     and   our  health  is  riven,  We    are    hap -py  still    with   our  home  in  heaven. 
We  rest     in    hope      on     the     promise  given,  We  shall  meet  up  there      in    our  home  in  heaven. 
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Trav'ling    on 


so  glad  and  free, 


o  a 


home 


so  glad  and  free, 
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for  you  and  me, 


for  you  and  me, 
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A  HOME  IN  HEAVEN.    Concluded. 
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Come  and    join 


our  pilgrim  band 


our  pilgrim  band, 


Trav'ling  to  the  promised  heavenly  land. 
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With  feeling  and  earnestness. 


COME  TO  JESUS  JUST  NOW. 

"  Behold  I  now  is  the  day  of  salvation!" 
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1.  Come   to 

2.  He    will 

3.  Don't  re 


Je  -  sus,  come 
save  you,  He 
ject  Him,  don't 


to      Je   -  sus,  Come  to       Je  -  sus 

will    save    you,    He    will  save  you 

re  -  ject  Him,  Don't  re  -  ject  Him 


^ 


to  -  day; 
to  -  day; 
to  -  day; 


To  -  day  come  to 
To-day  He    will 
To  -  day  don't  re  - 


£ 


Je  -sus,  Come  to  Je-  sus  to  -  day. 

save  you,  He  will  save  you  to  -  day. 

ject  Him,  Don't  reject  Him  to-day. 
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He  is  ready,  He  is  ready, 

He  is  ready  to-day ; 
To-day  He  is  ready,  &c. 


Oh  believe  Him,oh  believe  Him, 

Oh  believe  Him  to-day  ; 
To-day,  oh  believe  Him,  &c. 


6. 
Do  not  tarry,  do  not  tarry, 

Do  not  tarry  to-day, 
To-day  do  not  tarry,  &c. 


Hallelujah,  hallelujah, 

Hallelujah,  Amen : 
Amen,  hallelujah,  &C. 


The  words  jutt  now  can  he  used  for  trdajr. 
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SHOUT  THE  GLAD  TIDINGS, 


ALISON. 
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56.    Shout  the  glad    tid  -  ings,    ex  -  ult  -  ing  -  ly    sing, Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem     tri-umphs,  Mea- 
ls 
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si  -  ah      is   King ! 
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SHOUT  THE  GLAD  TIDINGS.    Concluded. 
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stoops  to     re-deem  thee,  He  reigns  up-on   earth.     Shout  the  glad  tid-ings,  ex  -  ult-ing-ly    sing, Je- 


s   f-    t    t\t?  r&i  »    .  A    1 rg:   g    g     g      g      g  .17  f  fffjj-j, 
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3d  <ime. 


V  K       S  K  K  I  uf  nu.  nine.        u«.  nine 
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ru  -  sa-lem  triumphs,  Mes-si  -  ah      is  King,     King,  Mes  -  si  -  ah      is  King,  Mes  -  si  -  ah    is  King. 
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2  Tell  how  He  cometh  from  nation  to  nation, 

The  heart-cheering  news  let  the  earth  echo  round  ; 
How  free  to  the  faithful  He  offers  salvation, 
How  His  people  with  joy  everlasting  are  crowned. 

3  Mortals,  your  homage  be  gratefully  bringing, 

And  sweet  let  the  gladsome  hosanna  arise : 
Ye  angels,  the  full  hallelujah  be  singing : 
One  chorus  resound  through  the  earth  and  the  skiea. 
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Words  by  B0WRI3& 
Solo  Alto. 


WATCHMAN,  TELL  US  OF  THE  NIGHT. 

Db   LOWELL  MASON. 

Solo  Tenor. 
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57 

1.  Watchman,  tell  us  of 

2.  Watchman,  tell  us  of 

3.  Watchman,  tell  us  of 


the  night,  What  its  signs  of  prom-ise  are  !  Trav-'ler,  o'er  yon  mountain's 
the  night ;  High-er  yet  that  star  ascends ;  Trav-'ler,  bless  -  ed  -  ness  and 
the  night,  For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn.  Trav-'ler,  darkness  takes  its 

Solo  Soprano. 
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height,  See  that  glo  -  ry-beam-ing  starl  Watchman,  does 
light,  Peace  and  truth,  its  course  por  -  tends.  Watchman,  will 
flight,  Doubt  and    ter  -  ror   are  with-drawn.  Watchman,    let 


its  beau-teous  ray  Aught  of 
its  beams  a  -  lone  Gild  the 
thy  wand'rings?  cease,  Hie  thee 


Solo,  Tenor  or  Bass 
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hope    or    joy   fore-tell !    Trav-'ler,  yes, 

spot  that  gave  them  birth  ?  Trav'ler,    a  - 

to     thy  qui  -  et  home.  Trav-'ler,   lo ! 

Chorus  for  1st  and  2d  verses. 

J k k, ..-1 


it  brings  the  day : 
ges  are  its  own, 
the  Prince  of  Peace, 


Promised  day     of     Is  -  ra  -  el! 
See,    it  bursts  o'er  all    the  earth. 
Lo  1  the  Son    of  God   is    come. 

Chorus  for  3d  verse. 
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of    Is  -  ra  -   el 


m 


1.  Trav'ler,  yes,    it  brings  the  day,  Promised  day    of    Is  -  ra  -   el  1 

2.  Trav'ler,    a  -  ges    are    its  own;  See.  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth.  3.  Trav'ler,  lo,    the  Prince  of 
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WATCHMAN,  TELL  US  OF  THE  NIGHT.    Concluded. 
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Peace- 


Lo,    the     Son 
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of     God     is     come !      Lo,    the      Son     of     God 
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Words  by  BONAR. 


A  LITTLE  WHILE.    CHANT, 


W.  A.  TABBUTTON.    By  per. 


m 


58.     mf 

1.  Bevond  the 

2.  Beyond  the 

3.  Beyond  the 

4.  Beyond  th« 


24 


&—*-+ 


smiling  and  the  weeping, 
blooming  and  the  fading, 
parting  and  the  meeting, 
frost-chain  and  the  fever, 


1  shall  be 
1  shall  be 
I  shall  be 
I  shall  be 


soon; 
soon; 
soon ; 


mf  -*-p 

Beyond  the  waking  and  the  sleeping, 
Beyond  the  shining  and  the  shading, 
Beyond  the  farewell  and  the  greeting, 
Beyond  the  rock-waste  and  the  river, 


mf  p 

Beyond  the  sowing  and  the  re.ipinjf 
Beyond  the  hoping  and  the  dreading 
Beyond  the  pulse's  fever  beating, 
Beyond  the  ever  and  the  never, 
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Home, 
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shall  be   soon.    Love,  rest,  and  home,    sweet      home  !  Lord,  tar  -  ry     not,      but  come. 
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LET  US  PASS  OVER  THE  RIVER.* 


Words  by  KATE  CAMERON. 


Music  by  R.  M.  McINT  OSH. 


£pqp 


& — ~^rf~~i !"^i 


*.     f»,,J- 


-I 1 K^£ — n — y-^ . 


1 .  When  our  work  is     ended,  we  shall  sweetly  rest, 'Mid  the  sainted    spirits,  safe  on  Je-sus'  breast;  All  our 

2.  Earth  hath  man-y  sorrows,  but  they  cannot  last,  And  our  greatest  troubles  quickly  will  be  past  ;  If  we 

3.  When  the  storm  is  o-ver,  sweet  will  be  the  calm,  After  life's  long  battle,  bright  the  victor"s  palm:  And  the 
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o  -  ver,  we  shall  glad  -  ly    sing,  Grave  !  where  is  thy  vict-'ry  ?  Death  !  where  is     thy  sting  ? 
Je  -  sus,  he  will     give  us  strength  ;  By  His  grace  we     shall  be  conquer  -  ors        at  length- 
cross  of    anguish  which  now  weighs  us    down  ,  We'll  exchange  in      Heaven    for     a       shin  -  ing  crown. 
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Tho'  the     dark  waves  roll  high,    we  will 
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be 


un  -  dismayed,  "Let    us   pass  o  -  ver  the  ri 
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un  -  der  the  shade,     rest    un  -  der  the  shade,    Kest 
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un  -  der    the  shade    of      the  trees." 
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•Thisi  hymn  was  suggested  by  the  last  and  dying  words  of  Stonewall  Jackson. 


The  dosing  lines  of  the  Chorus  are  in  his  own 


Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY. 
DUET. 


COME  WITH  SONGS,  HAPPY  SONGS. 

'Singing  and  making  melody  in  your  heart  to  the  Lord. 
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R.  M.  iicINTOSH. 


nfigkgp= 


-f=S- 


1.  When  we  list       to    the   chime  of    the  clear   Sabbath   bell,     As     it      calls    to     the  tern  -  pie   of 

2.  Come  with  songs,  hap-py  songs,  may  we   hal  -   low  the   day,     That  our  Saviour,    dear  Saviour    hath 

3.  In        his  arms    we  have  slept,  and  the  toils     of     the  week    Have  been  cheered  by  his  goodness  and 

4.  Come  with  songs,  hap-py  songs,  where  his  presence   we    feel,    And  his  spir- it    descends    like    a 

5.  0         the  rich  -  es     of   Grace  which  his  mer- cy    bestows!    In      the  cross  let  our  boast   ev  -  er 
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prayer:  Come  with  songs,  happy  songs,  ev-  er  grate  -  ful  to  God,  For  his  kindness,  pro-tec-  tion  and  care, 
blessed;  And  with  songs,  happy  songs,  on  our"lips   may  we  pass,  To   the  land   of    e  -   ter  -  ni  -  ty's  rest, 
love:      Come  with  songs, happy  songs,  while  we  bow  at   the  feet  Of  our  gracious  Kedeem  -  er    a   -  bove. 
dove  ;    And    our  souls  in  the  full  -  ness  of  rap  -  ture  are  lost  In  the  depths  of  his   in  -  li  -  nite  love, 
be  I       Come  with  songs,happy  songs,  while  his  name  we  a  -  dore,  And  re- joice  that  sal-  va  -  tion  is    free. 

CHORUS. 
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Come  with  songs 


hap-py    songs, 


Come  with  songs,  ev  -  er    grate-  f ul    to 


Come  with  songs,  hap-  py  songs,  Come  with  songs,  hap-  py  songs, 
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God  ;  Come  with  songs, 


happy   songs, 


Come  with  songs,  ev-er  grate-  ful  to  God. 


S3BE 
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Come  with  songs,  happy  songs.Come  with  songs,  happy  songs, 
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FATHER,    WE'LL  REST  IN  THY  LOVE.     SENTENCE. 


R.  M,  MoINTOSH.    From  "Tabob,"  by  permiaalon. 
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60.    Fa  -  ther,  we'll  rest  in  Thy     love;  Fa  -  ther,  we'll  rest  in  Thy     love;        Fa  -  ther,  we'll 
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rest,         Fa  -  ther,  we'll     rest,  we'll  rest      in    Thy    love ; 

Fa  -  Iher,  we'll   rest     in  Thy 

CVlL 1      ■  ■  ...  a-|  >    *     >    *      ')•    ' 

0*0     0            0            0       0 

1         i         - 

• 

^tf-fif^rF — I — i — 

^1       j;           \j           \j           \j 

f *j»'r 

-• — — _^_____— 

tf            w|                   1 '                   1                   ' 

LhH 

L» 1 

i 1 — J— h«  -r-«  -=-ssr     j    - 


D.8. 


I         I         1     1^5 


fe 


ii^pg^^i^ 


-*-; 


love, we'll   rest,  we'll  rest  in  Thy  love ;       Fa-ther,  we'll  rest,  we'll  rest    in    Thy  love. 


mm 
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Father  we'll  rest,  &c. 
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SUFFER  LITTLE  CHILDREN  TO  COME  UNTO  ME.-SENTENCE. 
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Tenderly. 
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From  "Taboe,"  by  permission.     EMILIUS  LAROCHE 
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61.  1.  Suf  -  fer  lit  -  tie     children    to  come    un  -  to    me,  Suf  -  fer    lit  -  tie    children    to  come    un  -  to 
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me,     and  for  -  bid    them    not,   for  of  such      is      the    king-dom    of  heaven,  for  of  such    is      the 


king 
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dom    of    heaven,  Suf -fer    lit  -  tie  chil  -dren  to    come  un  -  to  me,  and  forbid  them  not,  and  for- 
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bid      them    not,  for  of    such 
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the  king  -  dom      of    heaven.    A 
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men. 


A    ~    men. 
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FEED  MY  LAMBS. 


Words  by  Mrs,  MARY  BAYARD  CLARKE. 


r.  m. Mcintosh. 
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1.  "If    ye  love    me,  feed  my  lambs,"  Feed  my  lambs,  the  Saviour    said;   Let  them  by    the    cool-ing 

2.  Give  un  -  to    them  milk  for  babes,  Precepts  they  can     un  -  der-stand  ;  Guide  them  o'er  the  rug-ged 

3.  Gath-er  them   in  -  to    the  fold,     Shelter    ev  -  ery    one  from  ill ;      Or     if    sor  -  row    shall  be  ■ 
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Choeus. 
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streams,  And  in    pastures  green  be     led.        If    ye    love    me,    feed  my  lambs,  feed  my  lambs,  feed  my 
ways,       With  a    shepherd's  gen  -  tie  hand, 
fall,        Teach  them  they  must  trust  me  still. 
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lambs,       If      ye        love      me,     feed    my    lambs. 
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4  When  theirpassions  shall  arise, 
Teach  them  anger  to  subdue  ; 
Teach  them  gentleness  and  love, 
Teach  them  all  things  good  and  true.  Cho. 

5  Little  children,  if  you'd  hear 
All  the  loving  Saviour  said  ; 
Come  into  the  Sunday  school. 
And  into  His  fold  be  led.     Cho. 


Words  by  KELLEY, 


THE  WORLD  OF  JOY. 
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r.  m.  Mcintosh. 
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63.     1.  What  is  life  ?  'tis   but     a    vapor,      Soon  it    van-ish-es        a-  way:  Life    is  like 
2.  See  that  glo  -  ry,  how    resplendent !  Brighter  far  than  fan  -  cy  paints, There,  in  ma 
3.  Joy-ful  crowds,  His  throne  surrounding,  Sing  with  rapture  of    His  love  :  Thro'  the  heav'ns  His  praises 
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ta  -  per  :  Q,  my  soul,  why  wish  to  stay?  Why  not  spread  thy  wings  and  fly  Straight  to  yonder  world  of 

cendent,  Jesus  reigns,  the  King  of  saints.  Spread  thy  wings,  my  soul,  and  fly  Straight  to  yonder  world  of 

sounding,  Filling  all  the  courts  a  -  bove!  Spread  thy  wings,  my  soul,  and  fly  Straight  to  yonder  world  of 
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Go,  and  share  His  people's  glory  ! 
r?       Midst  the  ransom'd  crowd  appear : 
joy,  Spread  thy  wings,  my  soul,  and  fly  Straight  to  yonder  world  of  joy.   Thme  a  joyful,  wondrous  story, 
joy,  Spread  thy  wings,  my  soul,  and  fly  Straight  to  yonder  world  of  joy.       One  that  angels  love  to  hear. 

JL   +.  .  .#.  jl£.  *  M-  ++         ||:  Spread  thy  wings,  my  soul,  and  fly 
#_I~a~r~^  ~ 0~  0   '   6  w^  l~ H ""     Straight  to  yonder  world  of  joy. :|| 
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Words  by  KATE  CAMERON. 
Maestoso. 

N fe  __K 


THE  TRIUMPH 

Music  by  P.  P.  BLISS.    From  "  Thj  Pmh,"  oy  per. 
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64.  1.  We  are  marching  onward,  To  our  home  on  high;  This  shall  be  our  watchword,  ' '  La-bor  till  we  die!" 

2.  Ye,  who  in   His  vineyard,    I-dly  stand  and  wait,  Come  and  join  the  work-ers,     Ere    it  be    too  late; 

3.  Of   our  Master's  coming    We  know  not  the  hour,  But 'twill  be  with  glo  -  ry,      Ma -jes-ty  and  power, 
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For  the  night  is  coming,    Soon  will  set  the  sun,  When  the  Mas  -  ter  call  -  eth,    Let  our  work  be  done. 
Lest  at  His  appearing.  When  He  looks  for  sheaves,  Like  the  bar-ren  fig-tree,  Ye'll  have  naught  but  leaves. 
If      we  are  but  faithful,    Hap-py  shall  we  be,    When  we  hear    the  summons,  "Hither  come  to   me!" 
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Chorus. 
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On -ward,  on  -  ward,  Sing-ing  as      we  go;    Soon  we'll    tri  -  umph    o   -  ver  ev  -  'ry  foe,    Yes, 
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THE  TRIUMPH, 


■  • w. ^ 


Concluded. 
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We  are  marching  onward    To  our  home  on  high ;  This  shall  be  our  watchword, 
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La-bor  till  we  die 


3=t=$=$: 


m 


m 


"COME  TO  ME."-CHANT. 


Come  unto  m«,  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  yon  rest."— Matt,  xi,  28. 

R.  M.  McINTOSH.    From  "Glad  Tidings,"  by  per. 
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1.  With  tearful  eyes  I  look  around,  Life  seems  a  dark  and storm  -      y  sea ; 

2.  It  tells  me  of  a  place  of  rest ;  It  tells  me  where  my soul  may  flee  : 

3.  When  nature  shudders,  loath  to  part  From  all  I  love,  en      -  joy,  and  see. 
4  Come,  for  all  else  must  fail  and  die  ;  Earth  is  no  resting     -  place  for  thee  ; 
5.  O  voice  of  mercy  !  voice  of  love  !  In  conflict,  grief,  and ag^  -  -      o_  ny, 
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Tet,  'midst  the  gloom,  I  hear  a  sound,  A  heavenly  whisper 
Oh,  to  the  weary,  faint,  oppress'd,  How  sweet  the  bidding, 
When  a  faint  chill  steals  o'er  my  heart,  A  sweet  voice  utters, 

Heavenward  direct  thy  weeping  eye  ;  I  am  thy  portion  : 

Support  me,  cheer  me,  from  above,  And  gently  whisper, 


Come  to 
Come  to 
Come  to 
'Come  to 
Come  to 
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Come 
Come 
Come 
Come 
Come 
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me." 
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OUR  MISSION  AT  HOME  AND  ABROAD. 


Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY. 


W.  0.  PERKINS. 
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66.  1.  O,     let    us     a -wake  to    our   du    -    ty,    And  prove  we  are  .children    of  God;  Be    ao-tive,  be 

2.  O,    gath-er    the  lambs  to  the    Sav  -  iour,  The  sheep  that  have  wandered  astray,  And  bear  in    the 

3.  The  beau-ti  -  ful  star    of    the  morn  -  ing    Is    shin-  ing  unclouded  and  bright,  And  nations  from 

4.  The  Lord  is  our  rock  and  sal  -  va    -    tion,  His  glo  -  ry  our  watch-word  shall  be;  His  truth  o'er  the 
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Chobus. 
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ear-  nest  and  faith-  ful    In     la  -  bor  at  home  and  abroad.    Be  read-  y   and  will-  ing   to    fol  -  low  The 

spir-  it     of    meekness  The  bur-  den  and  heat  of  the  day. 

darkness  are  com  -  ing  To  welcome  the  beams  of  its  light. 

earth  shall  be  waft  -  ed,  Like  wa  -  ters  that  co-  ver  the  sea.  i 
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path  our  Redeemer  has  trod,  And  pray  that  His  blessing  may  prosper  Our  mission  at  home  and  abroad. 
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CAN  IT  BE? 
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67.     1.  Gracious    Sav-iour     can    it     be,      There  a  -  waits  a     crown  for    me,       Set   with  gems,  so 

2.  Can    it      be,     a        harp  of  gold,      Glitt'ring  bright,  these  hands  shall  hold?  That  this  voice  shall 

3.  Shall    I      pass  the     pearl  -  y  gates  ?  Shall    I      walk  the    gold  -  en  streets  ?    Shall  I     see     the 


pure,  so  bright,  Sparkling  each  with  heav'nly  light  ?  Yes  !  O  yes, 

join     the  song  Sung  by    angels  round  the  throne  ?  Yes  !  O  yes, 

great  white  throne,  And  be  -  hold  the  Lamb  thereon?  Yes!  O  yes, 
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if  you  believe,  Je  -  sus 
if  you  believe,  Je  -  sus 
if  you  believe,     Je  -  sus 


has  a 
has  a 
has  a 


crown  to  give, 
harp  to  give, 
heaven      to  give, 


Yes! 
Yes! 

Yes! 


yes, 
yes, 
yes, 


you 
you 
you 


be 
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be 
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lieve, 
lieve, 


*==*+ 


Je  -  sus    has      a  crown 
Je  -  sus    has      a  harp 
Je  -  sus    has      a  heaven 


to  give, 
to  give, 
to  give. 
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With  expression. 


THERE'S  A  LIGHT  IN  THE  VAlLEY. 

Words  and  Music  by  P.  P.  BLISS.    From  "  Thb  Pbebe,"  by  per. 
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O^.  1.  Thro' the  val  -  ley   of    the  shadow     I  must  go,  Where  the  cold  waves  of  Jor-dan  roll ;    But  the 
2.  Now  the  roll  -  ing  of    the  bil  -  lows  I    can  hear,    As  they  beat  on  the  turf-bound  shore ;  But  the 
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promise    of  my  Shepherd  will,  I    know,    Be     the  rod    and  the  staff    to    my  soul, 
bea  -  con  light  of  love  so  bright  and  clear,  Guides  my  bark,  frail  and  lone,  safe  -  ly    o'er. 
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I   shall 
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now,  down  the  val  -  ley    as     I    glide,      I     can  hear  my  Saviour  say,  "  Fol-low  Me  1" 
find  down  the  val  -  ley    no     a  -  larms,   For  my  Saviour's  blessed  smile    I    can    see  ; 

is 

HEE 


And  with 
He   will 


THERE'S  A  LIGHT  IN  THE  VALLEY.    Concluded. 
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Him  I'm  not   a  -  fraid  to  cross  the    tide, 
bear  me   in   His   lov-ing,  mighty     arms, 
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There's  a     light 
There's  a     light 
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in     the  val  -  ley 
in     the  val  -  ley 
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Chorus. 
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There's  a  light  in  the  valley,  There's  a  light  in  the  valley,  There's  a  light  in  the  valley   for     me,  .  .  .   And  no 

for  me. 
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e  -  vil  will  I  fear  while  my  Shepherd    is      so    near,  There's  a    light  in     the  val  -  ley  for     me,  for  me. 
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Words  by  Mrs  MART  B.  CLARKE. 
Joyfully, 
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COME  AND  SING. 


Dr.  A.  B.  EVERETT. 
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69. 1.  Children,  children,  come  and  sing,  Sing  the  an-gels'  song  once  more,    Let  its  notes 

2.  Let  them  not     a  -  lone  re-joice,    But    a    song  of     tri  -  umph  raise,  Shout,  O  shout, 

3.  Tis  most  fit     that  here  on  earth,    Children  should  the  strain  prolong  ;  And,  in    hon  - 
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of  gladness 
and  with  oue 
or    of    His 
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ring  As  they  did  in  days  of  yore,  When  in  glo  -  ry  and  in  light  Came  the  an  - 
voioe  Sing  a  song  of  joy-ous  praise.  Sing,  O  child-ren,  sweet-ly  sing,  Glo  -  ry  un  - 
birth,  Join  the  an-gels'  glorious  song  ;  For    a    babe  the  Saviour    came —  0     let  babes 
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Chorus. 
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Lord,  And  to  those  who  watch'd  at  night  Spoke  the  joyous,  joyous  word.  Glory  be  to  God  in  heav'n,  Glory, 
high,  Let  the  joy-  ous  anthem  ring  Thro'  the  arohes  of   the  sky. 
then,  Glory    unto  God  proclaim,  With  good  will  and  peace  to  men. 
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COME AND  SING.    Concludes 
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glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry        be,    Peace  on    earth     to  men  is     given,  Un  -  to      all 
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Words  by  WATTS. 
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ANTIOCH.    C.  M. 

Arr.  from  HANDEL  by  Dr.  L.  MASON. 
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T'0. 1.  Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord  is  come!  Let  earth  receive  her  King;  Let  ev-'ry    heart  prepare  him  room,  And 

tt- 


iiSs|§ipplpi§i|=f 


pi 


heav'n  and  nature  sing, 
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And  heav'n  and  nature  sing,  and  heav'n,  And  heav'n  and  nature    sin'?. 


2  Joy  to  the  earth,  the  Saviour  reigns 
Let  men  their  songs  employ: 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills 

and  plains 
Kepeat  the  sounding  joy. 


3  No  more  let  sins  and  sorrows  grow, 
Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground  ; 
He  comes  to  make  his  blessings 
flow- 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 


4  He  rules  the  -world  with  truth  and 
grace, 
And  makes  the  nations  proye 
The  glories  of  His  righteousness 
And  wonders  of  His  love. 


80    WordflbyELLENM.  HASTINGS.  GREETING    TO    A    PASTOR. 
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1.  Kind,    lov-ing  friend,  who  now  hast  come  a-mong    us,  Gent  -  ly      to  guide  us    in    the  heavenly  way, 
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Ac  -  cept    the  greet-ing  which    to  thee  we    of  -  fer,  As    our  best  wish-es  here  we  bring  to-  day. 
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Dear-est  teacher,  lov  -ing  pas-tor,  Joy  -  ful  greetings  now  we'll  sing ;  Servant  of  our    heav'nly  Mas-ter, 
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.  2  Jesus,  we  know  thy  guide  is  and  thy  pattern, 
His  sacred  words  the  study  of  thy  heart, 

33       His  precepts  rule  thy  motions  and  thy  actions, 

Wilt  thou  to  us  these  holy  truths  impart  ?—Cho. 

3  And  when  at  last,  death  with  nis  icy  finger, 
Sunders  the  tie  that  binds  us  here  below, 
Oh !  may  that  tie  in  heaven  be  but  stronger, 
Then  peace  and  joy  in  fulness  we  shall  know. 


HOME  OF  THE  SOUL, 
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Moderato  and  affctuoso. 
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1.  I    will  sing    you    a    song 

2.  O,   that  home  of    the  soul, 

3.  There  the  great  trees  of    life 


-<5- 


of    that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land,   The  far        a -way  home 
in     my    vis  -  ions  and  dreams.  Its  bright  jas-  per  walls 


in   their  beau  -  ty      do  grow.  And  th< 
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I    can   see, 

life  flows  by, 
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Where  no  storms  ev-  er  beat 
Till  I  fan  -  cy  but  thin 
For  no  death    ev-  er  '  en  - 
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on  the    glit-ter-ing  strand, "While  the  years  ofe  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty 
■  ly  the   veil    in-  tervenes     Be  -  tween   the  fair    ci  -  ty  and 
ters  that  ci  -  ty,  you  know,  And    noth  -  ingthat  maketh    a 
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While  the  years   of 
Be  -  tween   the 
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And     noth- ing  that  mak-eth   a     lie. 


4  That  unchangeable  home  is  for  jtou  and  for  me, 

Where  Jesus  of  Nazareth  stands  ; 
The  King  of  all  kingdoms  forever  is  He, 
And  He  holdeth  our  crowns  in  his  hands. 

5  O  how  sweet  it  will  be  in  that  beautiful  land, 

So  free  from  all  sorrow  and  pain  ! 
With  songs  on  our  lips  and  with  harps  in  our  hands, 
To  meet  one  another  asain. 


82  SABBATH  BELLS. 

Words  by  Mrs.  MART  BAYARD  CLARKE. 
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Dr.  A,  B.  EVERETT. 
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■7^3.    1.  The  bells,  the  bells,  the  Sab -bath  bells,  Howjoy-ous  -  ly    they  ring  ;  Their  cheerful  sound  the 
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sto  -  ry    tells    Of    Christ  the    ris  -  en       King.     Hark  !  how  their  mu  -  sic  seems    to    say,  "To 
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Sab-bath  school  we  call,  Haste,  haste  and  come  without    de  -  lay,  Come  children  one    and    all.1 
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SABBATH   BELLS.    Concluded. 
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The     bells,     the    bella,     the    Sab  -  bath    bells,     How   joy  -  ous  -    ly       they 
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2  They  call  us  where  we  will  be  taught 
His  wondrous  love  to  know, 
Like  lambs  into  His  fold  be  brought, 

And  led  where  we  should  go  ; 
Led  by  a  shepherd's  tender  care 

Along  the  rugged  way, 
Until  in  pastures  green  and  fair 
By  cooling  streams  we  stray . 
The  bells,  &o. 


The  Sabbath-school  is  Jesus'  fold, 

There  gathered  safe  from  harm, 
His  lambs  in  His  right  hand  He'll  hold, 

And  shield  them  with  His  arm  ; 
Then  in  its  shelter  we  will  stay 

And  gather  others  there, 
To  walk  with  us  the  heavenly  way, 

And  reach  those  pastures  fair. 
The  bells.  <fco. 
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CLIMBING  UP  ZION'S  HILL 


PHILIP  PHILLIPS, 
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"  They  shall  mount  up  with  wings  as  eagles,  and  they  shall  walk  and  not  faint.' 
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1.  I'm    try-ing  to    climb    up     Zi  -  on's  Hill,  For  the     Sav-iour  whis-pers,"Love  me;  Though 
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dark   as    death,  Yet  the 
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up    -  ward  still,    to        Zi  -    on's    Hill,      To     the      land      of      joy    and    beau  -  ty,        My 
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CLIMBING  UP  ZION'S  HILL.    Concluded.  85 

Solo  or  Semi-chobus. 
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path be-fore  shines  more  and  more,  As  it  nears  the  golden      cit  -  y.        I'm  climbing  up  Zi -on's 
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Duet,  oe  2d  Semi-chobus. 


Fuel  Chobus. 


Repeat  Chorus. 
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Hill,     I'm 
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climbing  up      Zi  -  on's 

'r,7'r  f 

Hill,         Climbing, 
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climbing, 

climbing    up     Zi  -  on's  '. 
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2  I  know  I'm  but  a  little  child, 

My  strength  will  not  protect  me  ; 
But  then  I  am  the  Saviour's  lamb, 

And  He  will  not  neglect  me: 
Then  all  the  time  I'll  try  to  climb 

This  holy  hill  of  Zion, 
For  I  am  sure  the  way  is  pure, 

And  on  it  comes  "no  lion."     Cho. 


3  Then  come  with  me,  we'll  upward  go, 

And  climb  this  hill  together  ; 
And  as  we  walk  we'll  sweetly  talk, 

And  sing  as  we  go  thither. 
Then  mount  up  still  God's  holy  hill, 

Till  we  reach  the  pearly  portals, 
Where  raptured  tongues  proclaim  the  songs 

Of  the  shining-robed  immortals.     Cho. 
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COME  WITH  SONGS,  HOLY  SONGS. 


Words  by  Ret.  T.  0.  SUMMERS.  D.  D. 


R.  M.  MclNTOSE. 
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'T'o.  1.  Come  with  songs,  ho- ly  songs,  to  the  Sav-iour     to -day :  With  ho  -  san-nas     en-cir-cle    His 

2.  Come  with  songs,  ho  -  ly  songs,  to  the  Sav-iour,  whose  arms  To  embrace  you  outstretched  you  may 

3.  Come  with  songs,  ho- ly  songs,  to  the  Sav-iour,  whose  love  Has  been  ev  -  er      to    lit  -  tie    ones 

4.  Come  with  songs,  ho  -  ly  songs,  to  the  S  v-iour,  who  died,  Lit  -  tie    children    to  ran  -  som  from 
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throne.  Little  children  may  praise  Him— He  says  that  they  may — For  His  kindness  to  them  is  still  shown. 
see,  O    how  kindly  He  calls  you,  to  screen  you  from  harms :  ' '  Let  the  little  ones  come  unto    Me  !" 

given.         As    He  said  while  below,  He  says  ev  -  er      above:  "For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  ofheav'n." 
hell,  In  His  presence  that  they  may  for-  ev  -  er      a-bide  Where  the  angels  who  worship  Him  dwell. 


COME  WITH  SONGS,  HOLY  SONGS.    Concluded. 


Chorus. 
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Come      with   songs,      bo 
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ly     songs —  come    with   songs,       ho     -    ly     songs,     Come    with 
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songs     to        the     Sav  -   iour       to   -  day,  Come    with  songs,    ho    -     ly     songs — come  with 
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songs,       ho      -    ly     songs,    Come      with     songs       to 


the     Sav    -    iour         to    -  day 
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THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  CROSS, 


Words  by  Mrs.  MART  BAYARD  CLARKE. 


Musioby  R.  M.  MoTNTOSH.   Prom  "  Giad  Tronros,"  by  per. 
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in      the    sha-dow    of  that    cross,    Must  walk      un  -  til        I       die.     Where'er     my  wandering 
where    my  wavering  steps  should  turn     I'll    see       its    sha-dow   rest.      No      e  -  vil     can     my 


w 


-0-- 


xEEEEr 


fc=d=zf5 


d      d    lirrrf ? 


=F=* 


foot  -steps  turn    Be  -  fore    me     may      it       fall, 
soul     be  -  fall,  Though  pleasant  paths    I     tread, 


g£ 


I  |         ■#      I        I        I        I 

On      ev'  -  ry  joy    and  grief  of  life,  To 

If      by    this  sign  thro'  all    my  life  For 

I 


fc± 


^T 


4-rf — x 


:±=C 


THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  CROSS.    Concluded. 
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Chorus. 
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sane  -  ti    -  fy       them  all.  There's  a  crown   of      glo  -  ry    for  you,  There's  a  crown  of  glo  -  ly  for 
ev   -  er  -  more    I'm  led. 
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all ;  There's  a  crown  for    you,  There's  a  crown  for    me,      If    we  walk  where  the  cross    shall  fall. 

±    ±    ♦      ft     "a. 


8  I  must  avoid  each  tempting  path, 

However  smooth  the  ground, 
On  which  the  shadow  of  the  cross 

Cannot  by  me  be  tound ; 
Must  pluck  no  flower  however  bright, 

No  leaf  however  green, 
Unless  upon  them  both  it  can 

Without  a  doubt  be  seen. — Oho. 


4  And  should  it  lead  through  rugged  ways 

Until  my  feet  are  sore, 
I'll  know  I'm  in  the  path  of  life, 

If  it  shall  fall  before. 
Then  in  the  shadow  of  the  cross. 

Though  dark  the  pathwav  be, 
God,  grant  me  strength  and  grace  to  walk 

Tili  I  my  Saviour  see. — Clio. 
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IN  THE  YEARS  AT  HAND. 


Words  by  KATE  CAMERON. 

^K 

r.  m.  Mcintosh. 
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^'T'.  1.  We  shall  meet  on      the  strand  in    the  years 
2.   Then     why  should  we    mur-mur  at  want 

at        hand,    On  the  beau  -  ti  -  ful  strand  of   the 
or    distress?    Our       mer  -  ci  -  ful     Fa-therhas 
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py  land :  And  our  hearts  will  grow  light  as  once  more  we  meet  The  loved  ones  whose  friendship 
to  bless  ;  And        He  will  con  -  sole  us,  and  He  will  sustain  In  hours  of  bereavement,  of 
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sweet.   Our  praise  will    as-cend  with  the    sanc-ti-fied  throng,  To  Him  to  whom  honor  and 
pain.     Tho'    bit  -  ter     our  por  -  tion  on    this  side  the  grave,  Our  trust  is     in  One  who   is 
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IN  THE  YEARS  AT  HAND.    Concluded. 
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glo  -  ry    be-long;  Our  bless-ed    Redeemer,    our  Sav-iour  our  King,  To  Him  glad  thanksgiv-ings  for 
mighty     to  save:  Tho'  earth's  ties  are  broken  they  will  re-  u-nite,  And  naught  mar  our  bliss    in  that 

1-  f  J 


n. 


m 


3==* 


Chorus 


gi  1     h    ri  -k-£ 

}-y-  -»      «-  ^  -#— • — m — g- 


ev  -  er    -we'll  bring.    In  the  years  at  hand,  we  shall  meet  on  the  strand  The  friends  who  have  left  us  a 
fair  world    of  light ! 
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glo  -  rifled  band:  Beyond  pain  and  parting  in  that  happy  land;  How  blessed  shall  we  be  hi  the  years  at  hand. 
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SUNDAY  SCHOOL  RALLYING  SONG 


Words  by  KATE  CAMERON. 


R.  M.  MCINTOSH. 


y®. 


1.  Come  and  join  onr  band,  Come  with  heart  and  hand,  Make  a  no  -  hie  stand  'Gainst  the  foe ;  Ronse  ye    for   the  fight, 

2.  Let      us    now   be -gin,  Conquer  ev  -  ery  sin,    And  the    vie  -  fry  win,  While 'tis  day;  Take  the   Spir  -  it-sword, 

3.  Bro-thers,  hear  our  call,  Ral-ly    one    and  all !   Let   no     coward  fall    In    the  strife ;  Short  the  war-fare  here, 
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Firm  for  Truth  and  Right,  Soon  will  fall  the  night  On  all  be  -  low. 
God's  own  Ho  -  ly  Word,  Trusting  in  the  Lord,  The  foe  we  slaj 
Brief  the  pain  and  fear,  Then  the  triumph  near, — E-ter  -  nal 
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slay. 
Life 


Come  then,  soldiers,    ral  -  ly  round  the  ban-ner, 
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HelDUsnow  our  cheerful  notes  to  sing:  While  we  gladly  raise  a  loud  Ho-san-na,   Je-sus  is  our  Prophet,  Priest  and  King! 
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Words  by  ELLEN  M.  HASTINGS. 


PIC-NIC  SONG. 
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W.  0    PERKINS. 
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T'O.  1.  The  skies  fire  fair,  and  the  sun  shines  bright.  All  joy-ous      in  the  morning !  Our  hearts  like  the  birds,  are 

2.  To  the  woods  we'll  go  with  a     fes  -  tal  show,  Our  hap-py  songs  now  sing-ing  ;  Our  banners  unfurled  in 

3.  The  grove  so   sha  -  dy,    so  fresh  and  green,  Invites  with  gentle    whis-per,  As  high  on  the  boughs  the 

4.  Sweet  flowers  bloom,  and  the  cooling  spring  A  rippling  welcome  rais  -  es  :  And  therein  that  leaf  y 
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free  and  light,  To  hail  the  glorious  dawn-ing. 
east-ern  glow,  And  mer-ry  voic-es  ring-ing. 
birds  are  seen,  And  red-breasts  shyly  lin  -  ger. 
grove  we'll  sing  Our  thankful,  joyous  prais  -  es. 
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To  the  woods, 


to  the  woods, To  the 
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To  the  woods, 


To  the  woods, 


woods,  the  woods  a 
m        S 


way, 


To  the  woods  we'll  go,  with  fes  -  tal  show,  And  spend  our  hoi 
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day. 


U 0 0 0 0  -        0-'—0 j . T-0 0 0 1 -j.-- 1- B 3-T-» * * 0—T-0— 0 


94 


BEAUTIFUL  RAIN. 

Words  and  Music  by  P.  P.  BLISS.     From  "  The  Prize,"  by  per.  of  ROOT  &  CAUT. 


Duet.  v  3  »%.  «•  .  ^3 


SO   1.  Hear  the  mu  -  sic  of 

2.  Hear  the  mu  -  sic  of 

3.  Hear  the  mu  -  sic  of 

Inst. 


the  rain  fall  -  ing  down, 
the  rain  fall  -  ing  down, 
the  rain     fall  -  ing  down, 


On  the  roof  and  win-dow  pane,  fall-ing 
On  the  roof  and  win-dow  pane,  fall-ing 
On      the  roof   and  win-dow  pane,  fall-ing 
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down, 
down, 
down, 


Murmur  not,  it  seems  to  say,  For  our  Father's  love  to-day  Or-ders  on  -  ty  in  our  way 
What  a  les  -  son  does  it  bring,  What  a  cho-rus  does  it  sing,  What  a  message  from  our  King 
So     our  Father,  kind  and  true,  Showers  of  blessings,  ever  new,  On  the  good  and  e-  vil,  too 
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Good  to    fall  ;  Like    the  gen  -  tie  fall  -  ing  rain      O  -  ver  mountain,  lake  and  plain,  Will  His 

of      His  love,  And     we  seem     to  hear  Him  say,    Come,  ye  child-ren,  learn  My  way,     From  My 

still  doth  send  ;  And      a   cheer -ful  song  we  raise,     To   His  hon  -  or  and    His  praise,  For  the 


BEAUTIFUL  RAIN.     Concluded. 

A      s     ?,pfc£*         Chorus. 


95 


ten  -  der  care     re  -  main      O  -  ver    all. 
fold    no    Ion  -  ger  stray,  Look  a  -  bove. 
love  that  crowns  our  days    to     the  end, 
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Hear   the    mn  -  sic     of      the  rain,  beau-ti-ful 


■i-f--— '-T--*-- 


_p ^ #^_#_iz*_j^_i rig- 1_ ^__ £ — , _ 

As    the  pearl- y  drops  in  showers  pattering  fall,  Hear  the  sweet  subdued     re-frain, 
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On    the  roof   and  win  -  dow  pane,    Of     our      Fa  -  ther's  ten  -  der  love      for 
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Words  by  JOSEPHINE  POLLARD. 
Duet  or  Semi-Chokus. 


BEYOND  THE  SUNStl. 


W.  O.  PERKINS. 
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SI.    1-  Be-yond  the  sunset's  radiant  glow,  There  is     a  brighter  world.  I  know,  Where  golden  glories  ev-er 

2 .  Be-youd  the  sunset's  purple  rim,  Beyond  the  twilight  deep  and  dim,  Where  clouds  and  darkness  never 

3.  Be-yond  this  des-ert  dark  and  drear,  The  golden   ci  -  ty  will  appear,     And  morning's  lovely  beams  a- 

4.  Those  golden  portals   ev  -  er  shine  Beyond  the  reach  of  day's  decline,  And    Je -sus  bids  my  soul  pre- 
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Full  Chorus. 


shine,  Be  -  yond  the  thought  of  day's  decline, 

come,  My    soul  shall  find  its  heavenly  home, 

rise  Up  -  on      my  mansion    in    the  skies. 

pare  To    gain      a      hap-py  entrance  there. 


Be-yond  the  sunset's  radiant  glow, 


There 


ra-diantglow, 
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is      a  brighter  world  I  know ;  Beyond  the  sun-set,  I  may  spend  De-light-ful  days  that  never  end. 
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Words  by  PAULINA 
Tenderly. 


THE  LAMBS  OF  THE  UPPER  FOLD.  97 

Music  by  Rev.  B.  R.  HANDY.     From  "The  Peizs."  by  per.  ROOT  &  CADY. 


£^£J.  'Mid  the  pastures  green  of  the  blessed  isles,  Where  never  is  heat  or  cold,  Where  the  light  of  life    is  the 
2.  There  are  tiny  mounds  where  the  hopes  of  earth  Were  laid  'neath  the  tear-wet  mold,  But  the  light  that  paled  at  the 
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Shepherd's  smile,  Are  the  lambs  of  the  Upper  Fold,  Where  the  lilies  blossom  in  fadeless  spring  And  never  a  heart  grows 

stricken  hearth,  Was  joy  to  the  Upper  Fold,Oh,the  white  stone  beareth  a  new  name  now, That  never  on  earth  was 
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old,  Where  the  glad  new  song  is  the  song  they  sing.  Are  the  lambs  of  the  Upper  Fold,  Lambs  of  the  Upper 
told,  And  the  tender  Shepherd  doth  guard  with  care  The       lambs  of  the  Upper  Fold,  Lambs  of  the  Upper 
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Fold,  Lambs  of  the  Upper  Fold,  Where  the  glad  new  song  is  the  song  they  sing,  Are  the  lambs  of  the  Upper  Fold. 
Fold.Lambs  of  the  Upper  Fold,  And  the  tender  Shepherd  doth  guard  with  care  The      lambs  of  the  Upper  Fold. 
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Allegr«tto. 


DOWN  FROM  THE  SKIES. 

"Words  and  Music  by  Rev.  B.  R.  HANDY.     From  "Chapel  Gems,"  by  per.  ROOT  &  CADY. 


^3.  Down  from  the  skies  bending  low    o'er  the   manger,  White  robed  celes  -  tials  a  -  dor  -  ing  -  ly  throng, 
2.  Hail     Him   ye  shepherds,  a  -  dore  Him  ye     sa  -  ges,  Ho  !    waiting   Is  -  rael,  still  faithful,  though  few, 
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Hark  !  for  they  her  -  aid  a     heav-en-ly   stranger,    Hast- en  ye     mortals  to    join  in  their  song.  Little 
Gen  -  tiles,  oh  list    to    the  voice  of   the    a  -  ges,   Lo  !    a    be  -  liv-'rer  is    com  -  ing  to  you. 
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children  lisp  His  grace,  Youthful  voices  sound  His  praise,  Men  and  angels  raise  your  loud  Ho-  san-  nas 
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to  His  name,  Oceans  with  your  fulness  roar,  Earth  resound  from  shore  to  shore,  Halle-  In-  jah  to  the  Lamb. 
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3  Dark  is  the  pathway  before  Him  and  dreary, 
Onward  it  leads  to  the  cross  and  the  grave, 
Cheerful  he  treads  it  though  fainting  and  weary, 
Thus,  only  thus.  He  His  lov'd  ones  can  save. 


t*     ^     *»  ~  *»    i       •    e*— I      r 

4  Weep  not  oh  stricken  ones,  when  shall  enfold  Him 
All  the  deep  darkness  of  Calvary's  gloom, 
Soon,  soon  our  tear-blinded  eyes  shall  behold  Him 
Walking  a  God  from  the  gates  of  the  tomb. 


Words  by  Mrs.  M.  B.  0.  SLADK. 


FORBID  THtM  NOT. 


De.  A.  B.  EVERETT.       1)9 
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?*$-±.  When  the  blessed    Saviour  walked  on  earth  be-low,  Children  came  to  seek  Him,  for  they  lov'd  Him  so 

2.  Just    as  near  is      Je  -  sus,  now  as    long    a  -  go,  Come  then,  children,  seek  Him,  for  He  loves  you  sol 

3.  On  your  head  His    blessing,   in  your  heart  His  love, Then  how  sweet  to  fol  -  low  Je-sus    up     a-  bove 

4.  Hap  -  py  then  the  voi  -  ces  that  shall  joy-ful  sing,Hap-py  then  the  children,  When  they  find  their  Kin<*. 
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In  His  arms  He  took  them,  bless'd  each  youthful  head — "Let  the  lit  -  tie  chil-dren  come    to  me''  He  said. 
Come  and  find  His    blessing,     to  Him  drawing  near,  "Thou  shalt  not  forbid  them,"  surely  you  shall  hear. 
Till      you    go     to    meet  Him.where  on  high  He  waits.  In  His  heavenly  kingdom,  thro' the  pearly  gates. 
Wait  -  ing    for    the  bless-ing     Je  -  sus  gave   be  -  fore,  Hearing,  "Come  ye  blessed,  blest  for-ev  -  er  more  !" 
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CHORUS. 


Come  then,  come  to  Je  -  sus  ;    do  not  turn     a  -  way  ;  Lis-ten      to     the  Saviour,  hear  Him  sweetly  say, 
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"Suf  -  fer    lit  -  tie  children,    let  them  come  to    me,    For     of  such  the  kingdom     of  my  heav'n  shall  be 
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WHAT  SHALL  THE  HARVEST  BE? 


D.  HAYDN  LLOYD 

Andantino. 


=± 
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Music  by  P.  P.  BLISS. 


From  "  Thb  Prize,"  by  per.  of  ROOT  &  CADY. 
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1.  Sow-ing 

2.  Sow-ing 

3.  Sow-ing 


their  seed 
their  seed 
the     seed 


by 

by 
of 


the  dawn -light 
the  way  -  side 
a    linger  -  ing 


fair, 

high, 

pain, 


Sow-ing  their  seed  in    the    noon  -  tide    glare, 
Sow-ing  their  seed  on   the     rocks      to       die, 
Sow-ing  the     seed  of     a       mad  -  dened  brain, 
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Sow  -  ing    their  seed     in      the    fad  -  ing  light,    Sow  -  ing 

Sow  -  ing    their  seed  where  the  thorns  will  spoil,    Sow  -  ing 

Sow-ing     the  seed     of        a     tarn-ished  name,  Sow  -  ing 
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their  seed 
their  seed 
the      seed 
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emn  night,  Oh, 
fer  -  tile   soil.     Oh, 
e  -  ter  -  nal  shame — Ah, 
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Chorus  on  next  vane. 


what  shall  the  harvest 
what  shall  the  harvest 
sure  will  the  har-vest 
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be  ?  Oh,  what  shall  the  harvest  be  ? 
be  ?  Oh,  what  shall  the  harvest  be  ? 
be  !        Ah,  sure  will  the  har-vest    be  ! 


Sowing  their  seed  with  an  aching  heart, 
Sowing  their  seed  while  the  tear-drops 

start, 
Sowing  in  hope  till  the  reapers  come. 
Gladly  to  gather  the  harvest  home. 
Oh,  what  shall  the  harvest  T)e?--Cfto. 


WHAT  SHALL  THE  HARVEST  BE?    Concluded. 
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SOPIAHO. 
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Sown . 
Alto. 


in  the     dark 
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ness,  or    sown in    the  light, 


Sown 
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in  our 
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I.  Sown  in    the  darkness,  or  sown  in    the  light,  Sown  in  the  darkness,  or  sown  in    the  light,  Sown  in  our  weakness  or 
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weak 


ness  or    sown in  our  might;. 
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ered  in     time or    e  - 
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sown  in  our  might,  Sown  in  our  weakness  or  sown  in    our  might.  Gathered  in  time  or     c  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty, 
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Sure, 


ah  !  sure will  the  har 


vest  be. 
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Gathered  in  time  or    e     ter-    ni-ty;    Sure,  ah,  yes,  sure  will  the  harvest    he,    will  the  harvest,  the  har  -  vest    lie. 
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WAKE,  SLEEPERS! 

•They  all  slumbered  and  slept." 


r.  m.  Mcintosh. 
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£^0.    Wake,  sleepers  wake !      Wake,  sleepers   wake! 
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A  voice    is 
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call  -  ing,      is    call  -  ing,      is    call    -    ing  ; . . . 


It         is      the  watcliman  on    the  walls,    It 


+- 

— f— 

H — * — 

._0-._ 

*- 

d=^ 

—J 

-=t 

=3= 

~( 

*— 

ts. 2 ^ 

is 

1  M 

the    i 

vatch  -  man 

"T £ 

-  p 1 

on 

4~ 

the 

I 
— j— 

walls,   Thou 

i     =L 

Ft  -  r  ,q 

-8 

ci   ■ 

-1 — ' 

■  ty 
— ©-- 

0  ' 
of 

— b- 

Je 

1 

-  ru    - 

sa  - 

Jff- 
— 0 1 

-b '£ 

Ll 1 ' 

lem,    Thou 
■+•  4-  •*-  ■+■ 

r  f  T.n 

z^v 

=hF 

-1 ' 

— 1 

1 

CP-L4J 

JJ 

=t= 

=p^ 

'-    -1  1 

WAKE,    SLEEPERS  I     Concluded. 
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For    lo  !  the  Bridegroom  comes !  A  -  rise,      a  -  rise  !  and 
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take  your  lamps  !  Hal  -  le  -  lu    -   jah  !   Hal  -  le  -  hi   -    jah  !    A-wake  !   His    King  -  dom      is        at 
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Lord 
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hand  !  Go  forth,  go  forth  to  meet  your  Lord !  Go  forth,  go  forth  to  meet  your  Lord !  to  meet  your  Lord  ! 
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WISE  VIRGINS. 


Words  by  KATE  CAMERON. 


And  nve  01  »,t»6isa  *trf*  *"?«e 


r.  m.  Mcintosh. 
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5^7^.  1.    Lo !     the  Bridegroom  at      the  door !  He     will    not    tar  -  ry 

2.  Know-ing  not    the     day      or  hour    We     faith- ful     vi  -  gils 

3.  Let       us     fol  -  low      af  -  ter  them,  The  cho  -  sen     of     the 

4.  May    our     lit  -   tie     lieht    so  shine,  That    all    can  see     the 


long; 
kept  ; 
Lord! 
way; 
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Quick  -ly  must  we 
Did      not    let      our 
Ours     to  watch  and 
While  we  wait    for 
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Chorus. 
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en  -  ter  in,  To  join  the  feast  and  song, 
lamps  go  out,  Though  all  a -round  us  slept, 
wait  for  Him,  And  ours  the  great  re  -  ward. 
Christ   to     come,     We      still  must  watch  and    pray. 


All      our  lamps  burn  bright, 
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burn  bright, 
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All     our   lamps  we 


trim 


Midnight  falls — our  Mas  -  ter  calls,  We  glad  -  ly     go   with    Him. 
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Words  by  TENNYSON, 
Theme  from  Miss  LINDSAY. 
Semi-Chorus. 


THE  FOOLISH  VIRGINS* 

"And  five  were  foolish." 
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Arr.  and  partly  comp.  by  R.  M.  Mc  INTOSH. 
Chorus. 

#3t 


1.  Late,  late,  so  late  !  and  dark  the  night  and  chill  ;  Late,  late,  so  late!  but   we   can  en-ter  still  ;     Too   late 

2.  No  light !  so  late  !  and  dark  and  chill  the  night ;  0     let     us  in,     that  we  may  find  the  light ; 

3.  Have  we  not  heard  the  Bridegroom  is  so  sweet  V   O    let    us  in,     that  we  may  kiss  His  feet ! 

M't •  g--:  t  g — €  ,  *  •  f  r  *-*— r-g— €-^J-€ — #-nf '  r  r  ?-#— r-HS-g 

Semi-Chorus. 
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too 


;,late,  so  la 


late  !  Ye     cannot  en-ter    now  !      Late,  late,  so  late  !  Late, late,  so  late  !  But  we  can  enter  still,  But 

O  let  us  in,  O  let  us  in.That  we  may  find  the  light,That 
O  let  us  in,  O  let  us  in,  That  we  may  kiss  His  feet,  That 
-^— I- 
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Chorus. 
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we  can   en-ter  still,  But  we  can     en  -   ter  still.  Too 
we  may  find  the  light, That  we  may  rind  the  light, 
we  may  kiss  His  feet, That  we  may  kiss  His  feet. 


late!     too      late!  Ye   cannot    en-ter     now. 
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*See  the  piece  "Watch  and  Pray,"  page  8. 
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JESUS  WILL  WELCOME  ME.     (No.  2.) 


W.  H.  DOANE,  by  p«r. 
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^O.l.  I       feel    in     my  soul  the    as  -  s  v.  ranee     of  faith  That  Je  -  sus  my  portion  will     beT"  I 

2.  Then  why  should  I  mourn  if  I      cer  .  tain-  ly  know  That   Je  -  sus  hath  called  me  His    own  ?      Though 
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know   in    the  mansions  that  He  hath  prepared,  My   Saviour  is  waiting  for    me. 
friends  should  all  fail   me,  yet    He    is    my  Friend  Who  never  will  leave  me  a  -  lone. 


Jesus,  dear  Jesus  will 
A     JL     4-     A     *-     A 
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welcome  me,  Welcome  me,  welcome  me,    Jesus,  dear  Jesus  will  welcome  me,  Home  to  the  beautiful   land 
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3  In  dark  hours  of  sorrow,  in  glad  days  of  joy, 
In  wearisome  watches  of  night, 
I  know  that  my  Saviour  is  helping  me  on, 
To  meet  Him  in  glory  and  light. 


4  I  know  He  will  come  when  my  journey  is  o  er, 
And  bear  in  the  arms  of  His  love 
The  soul  that  hath  trusted  His  power  and  His  grace, 
In  welcome,  to  glory  abovA. 


FOLLOW  ME. 
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Thoughtfully. 
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From  "The  Prize,"  by  per.  of  ROOT  &  CADY.     Words  and  Music  by  P.  P.  BLISS. 


i>0.  Hear  the     bless-ed      Sav  -  iour  say,  Fol  -  low    Me,     fol-low  Me,        In     the  darkness  and  the    day, 

2.  When  the  tempter's  voice   is   heard.  Fol  -  low    Me,     fol-low  Me,      Rest  up  -  on  My     Ho  -ly  Word, 

3.  Nev  -  er    shall    thy  foes    pre  -  vail,  Fol  -  low    Me,     fol-low  Me,       Nev-er    shall  My    promise  fail, 
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Fol  -  low,  fol  -  low     Me.     Fol  -  low    tho'    the    tor  -  rents  pour,  Fol  -  low   tho'    the      li  -  ons  roar, 

Fol  -  low,  fol  -  low     Me.     All     thy  doubts  and   fears     I  know,     All    thjT   wear  -  i  -  ness    and  woe  ; 

Fol  -  low,  fol  -  low     Me.     Fol  -  low    Me,      let  naught  al  -  lure,    Fol  -  low    me,  thy     rest     is  nure, 

•       f    iJp-  \f     /     ,f      %    |  g       g       f    if       g P      f   |)t       f  %—ry 

CHORUS. 

Hear  Him 


,— _> * <£ ' 
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*>         +         +         w         +         *         +         + 
Fol  -  low,     I    have     gone  be  -  fore  ;  Fol  -  low,  fol  -  low      Me.  Oh,  hear  Him,   Fol  -  low,  fol  -  low, 
Forward    humb-ly,     bold  -  ly      go,     Fol  -  low,  fol  -  low      Me. 
Fol  -  low     Me,     it      shall    en  -  dure,  Fol  -  low,  fol  -  low      Me. 

--£-— *£ , .* m £ -f-^-^ n-^ '-*- * « , 


i—ie: 
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say    - 
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Fol  -  low,  fol  -  low,  Follow,  fol 
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er  Fol-low,   fol  -  low  Thee. 


low   Me.     Blessed    Saviour,  may  we     ev 
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EXCURSION  SONG, 


Rov.  B.  R.  HAN  BY. 


3—  m— —<*—.—  F-Si— — hH fi m m ~Z =*— p-l ^ ; ^ m il m :^f__$~___3> , 


A  llegretto. 

8 
O 

1.  Ho!      ho!      lio!    Out    to 

2.  Sing!  sing!  sing!  Heaven 

3.  Play!  play!  play!  Run,  oh 

£_! T~  r"^'   '      r* jg  jg *  * * * : r* 

S  -- — F*      <»^^— ■ — _ «  — — 5  — — g  Exi*_i_~*      _j~E — '** 


From  "Chapel  Gems,  '  by  per.  of  ROOT  &  CADY. 


the  beau 

shall  smile 

ye    hap  - 


•  ful  groves  we  go ; 
the  praise  we  bring 
oues  while  ye      may : 


This  is 
For  -  est 
Roam  thro'  the  for  -  ests 


our    hoi  -  i  -  day    now,  you  know; 
and  mead-ow    with  mu  -  sic  ring, 
.  at     will    to  -  day, 


m 
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Sweet    shall  our    mel  -  o  -  dies    float    and    flow,  Out 
Ech    -    o      the    ca  -  den  -  ces     grace-fully  fling,  Out 
Pour  -  ing    your  shouts  and  your  laugh-ter     gav,     Out 
is  ^ 

_ e> * * m J m—r-M * <■   *       - 


Bear  them,  ye 
Bear  them 
Syl 


!___£=*=t: 


breezes  that 
luft  on  her 
beckons,    oh, 
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gent  -  ly     blow,  Scat 
sil  -    v'ry  wing,  Scat 
speed    a  -  way,    Scat 

7-5**.        *           *         *    *     r»       " 

^7-;=h     r-       i        j_  .    -»     - 

•  ter     them      ev     -  'ry  -  where ; 

ter    thein     ev     -  'ry  -  where; 

-  ter     them      ev     -  'ry  -  where ; 

mm*            m—r  «^«  - 

•     -     r      r-f-r- 

*       -g-      -S-       s  ■     • 
Bear  them,  ye      breez  -  es 
3ear  them      a  •    loft        on 
Syl    -   vi    -    a      beck  -  ous, 

<m          at          *          *        .*» 
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that 
her 
oh 

_>  , 

4»                _        ....-_    

gent  -    ly       blow, 
sil     -     v'ry   wing, 
speed      a     -  way, 
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gent  -  ly  blow,  gent  -  ly 
sil  -  v'ry  wing,  sil  -  v'ry 
speed    a  -  way,  speed     a  - 


blow  ;  Bear  them,  ye  breez-es 
wing  ;  Bear  them  a    -  loft    on 
way:    Syl  -  vi  -  a       beckons, 


» ft-±— r« m « _> m 
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THE  NARROW  WAY. 


r  m.  Mcintosh.     109 
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i>!U2.The  way  to  Heaven  is  narrow,   And  its  blessed   entrance  strait, But  how  safe  the  lit  -  tie  pilgrims,  Who 

2.  The  sunbeams  of    the   morning  Make  the  narrow  path  so    fair,    And  these  early    lit- tie  pilgrims  Find 

3.  They  pass  o'er  rugged  mountains, But  they  climb  them  with  a  song,  For  these  early  lit-tle  pilgrims  Have 


*=J: 


:■£?—-— 
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a=pi^3=*zz3i       pz:p         r~:~l        j — -T^— — a~*=F«^=P= 


fe=t 
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CHORUS 


J jJ7Z=I_»_ >=-.— i— — U , _ — ^-«i • * « # _ « — p« « * m * 1 -z \ 
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get    with  -  in      the      gate.      We  will  take  the    narrow    way,  We  will  take  the  narrow    way,  We  will 
dew  -  y       blessings     there, 
san  -  dais    new  and    strong. 


.;„  .. 
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take     the    nar   -    row       way,                                          We  will 

the  nar -row   way. 

M.             M.              .*.  •         .*.       M.       M.         .m.                            * 

take    the    nar  -  row  way,      We  will 

i*      n      r*     h     1              r» 
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take  the  narrow  way,  We  will  take   the  narrow    way 

m  — 


m-*— *—* 
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4  They  do  not  greatly  tremble, 

When  the  shadows,  night  foretell  ; 
For  these  early  little  pilgrims 
Have  tried  the  path  so  well.  —  Cho. 

5  They  know  it  leads  to  heaven, 

With  its  bright  and  open  gates, 
Where  for  happy  little  pilgrims 
A  Saviour's  welcome  waits. — Cho. 


no 


Words  by  PAULINA. 
Modr.rato. 


THE  VOYAGE  OF  LIFE. 

Music  by  GEO.  F.  ROOT,  From  "The  Prise,"  by  per.  ROOT  &  CADY. 


o^$ 


1.  Life     is      an      o  -  cean,  and  each  has   his  bark  :    We    have  a     com  -  pass  to     guide  in  the  dark  ; 


Jft L^ *_ 


F=F 
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f 


IV— fr 
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We   have    a     Star,   eighteen   cen  -  tu  -ries   old  ;      We  have  an    an  -  chor,  more  precious  than  gold. 


I       p    P~  r      P    ?    i       P    •    r  i 


Chorus.  iJc^caf  pp. 

0  -9-  *  -#■ 


Voy  -  ag  -ing,  voy  -  ag-ing 


O   -   ver  the  foam,  Soon  shall  we     anchor     in       Heaven  our  home. 


i 


nr 
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PPi^ 
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2   One  has  forgotten  his  watch  upon  deck — 
There  is  his  bark,  'mid  the  breakers  a  wreck  ; 
Some,  without  chart,  of  the  winds  are  the  sport, 
Drifting  away  from  the  heavenly  port. 


3   There  is  the  haven,  a  little  way  on — 
Steady  the  helm,  till  the  harbor  is  won  : 
All  the  night  long,  tho'  the  billows  have  roared, 
We  have  not  feared,  with  our  Pilot  on  board, 


SUNDAY-SCHOOL  BATTLE  SONG. 


Ill 


Spiritedly 


Words  and  Music  by  Rev.  R.  LOWRY 


m 


1.  Marching  on!  marching  on!  glad  as  birds  onthe  wing.Come  the  bright  ranks  of  children  from  near  and  from  far; 
■2  Pressing  on  !  pressing  on  !       to    the  din    of  the  fray,  With  the  firm  tread  of  faith  to  the   bat- tie  we    go; 

Happy  hearts,  full  of  song,'neath  our  banners  we  bring,  Little  soldiers  of    Zi  -  on   pre-  pare      for  the  war. 
'Mid  the  cheering  of  angels,  our  ranks  march  away,  With  our  flags  pointing  ever  right  on  toward  the  foe. 


CHORUS. 
t 


■  *  -    ■;  +-g — 
:l*£zE*Eb£?:EE 
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|  1st. 


B=^S 


(  Marching  on  !   marching  on  !  sound  the  bat  -  tie-cry,  sound  the  bat-  tie-cry 
\  Marching  on  !    marching  on  !  shout  the  vie  -  to  -  ry,     shout  the  vie  -  to  -  ry  i 
.&.  4a.  32:      -:     ■<£.     -~:  .    ...    .*.     .m.     .m. 
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33DEti=tE 

For  the  Saviour 
[  Omit 


is  be- 
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N Kt 


fore  us,  and  for  Him  we  draw  the  sword. 


We  will  end  the  battle,  singing,  "Hal-le  -lu  -  jah  to  the  Lord  !" 

-* — »— »— fi 1 * — »— r*--— » — * — m~\^ — rn 


3  Fighting  on !  fighting  on  !  in  the  midst  of  the  strife, 
At  the  call  of  our  Captain  we  draw  every  sword  : 
We  are  battling  for  God,  we  are  struggling  for  life, 
Let  us  strike  every  rebel  that  fights  gainst  the  Lord 
Cho. — Marching  on  !  &c. 


J 4  Singing  on  !  singing  on  !  from  the  battle  we  come, 
Every  flag  bears  a  wreath,  every  soldier  renown  ; 
Heavenly  angels  are  waiting  to  welcome  us  home. 
And  the  Saviour  will  give  us  a  robe  and  a  crown. 

I  Cho. —Marching  on!  <fcc. 
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GATHER  THEM  IN. 


Words  ny  E.  S.  REXFORD. 
In  March  time 


5=f3i 

i>»>.  Say,     lit  -  tie   soldiers,  who  fight  for      the  true 
2.  Tell  them  of    Je  -  sus,  who  loved  them  so  well 


From  "The  Prize,"  by  per.  of  ROOT  &  CADY.      Music  by  GEO.  F.  ROOT. 

._fs      ^?n__^ „ L 


^-  __N_ 


m-T m^ — mi » i—  f--aS— -d — • ^ -^ 1 


A.re    you     all  rea  -  dy      to      dare  and  to      do  ? 
Tell  them  of    heaven,  where  glad  anthems  swell  ; 
g-J :*- gi_     »       ^J. * *       m      '»       |       -P-— :g-      r?  .  _ 

ailEEaSgzEEEg^^EzizisEzg  =g^5*EEE£^Ey^rgrz=gE^ 


-Si — g- 


_!__,. , 


Oh  !  have  you  thought  of  the  work    to       be  done,  Down  midst  the  children  that    man-y  would  shun, 
Tell  them  the  e  -    vil      and    blackness  of    sin  ;  Tell    them  their  souls  must  be  spotless  and  clean, 


— r       ^      5     r       "       £      1         u    •   a 
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Liv  -  ing     in  darkness,    the  Bi  -  ble     unknown 
Love  them  and  wiu  them,  each  poor  girl  and  boy. 

73nr-* — ?'    *   * — *-i_ r~r" — *-"— *— •G— 

;  You  must  go    to  them,  and  tell  them,  each  one 
Out     of      the  er  -  rors  that  curse  and    de-stroy, 

W9 m m-- * — m *-i — m—  L ^ £ 1 
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That    in  the  school  here  each  heart,  kind  and  true,  Waits  to    give  welcome  !  oh,    this  you  can     do  ! 
Gath  -  er  them  in      to      the  ranks  where  you  fight,  Lead  them  from  darkness  out  in  -  to     the    light. 

t :*- — ^ -J^r m m>     m     m — m *_._» K — :ff-- 
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l     l  1 » — r^ 


Chorus.     Allegretto, 


GATHER  THEM  IN.      Concluded, 
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Gath  -  er     them     in, 
Jt # « ^_ 


gath  -  er  them  in, 
# * « .*- 

[    T    i     i 


gath-er  them  iu  -  to     the     Sun-day-school  baud, 
? e o 1 e #__. r_ft o jl 
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Gath-  er    them     in,         gath-er  them  in,       Show  them  the  way  to    the      far      Bet-  ter    Laud; 
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by-ways    of     sin,       Gath-er  them  in,         gath- er  them   in; 
^ * — * E-«     ,  0 — 0 « — #-|—  r-0 — * — £ — *- '- — , 


Out 


the    high-ways    and      by-ways    of     sin,       Gath-er  them  in, 

-# 0. 0- 0. 


h~fa * 0 * 0 » 0— \~W 1- 

V 0 * 0 0 0 0 —       0 0- 


JS I  N       N       w        S       S       N       j I 

«' 4  •     I  * — J      #:      J      0      J    I  g=-g         slJ 


Help  them  this     glo  -  ry       im  -  mor  -  tal      to    win,        Gath-er,     0    gath-er  them     in 
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LOOKING  TO  JESUS, 

Words  and  Music  by  H.  R.  PALMER,  from  "Palmer's  Sabbath  School  Songs  "  by  per. 


96.  1.  Yiehinot  to  tenipta  -  tion,  For  weakness  is    sin,     Each  vict'ry  will  help  us,  Some  other  to      win, 


fez; 


Fight  manfnl-ly     on-ward,  Dark  passions  subdue,     Look  ev-  er  to      Je  -  sus,  He'll  carry  you  through. 


m^  •  c  :-hM^i  •  i  uhJztctpz 
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Kefkain 
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Ask   the  Sar-iour    to   help   you,    Comfort,  strengthen  and  keep  you,    He     is  willing  to     aid    you. 


0 — 0 — 0-T-0--, ■, ! n 9 = n* — s-t-*-v — #-- 
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Repeal  pp  ad  Hi 


jf-fc-i — J, a!      T     ~^ — ^H'"^^"1]  Bad  language  disdain, 

feCT— j—     \        i ^—^  l=5±j±dl      God's  name  hold  in  reve 

XT  p  Jt-#       *       *       9       9      -*...*..  Nor  take  it  in  vain, 


2  Shun  evil  companions, 
lair 
rever( 


He  will  car  -  ry  you  through. 


*m\  (,  l(  HTP 


Be  thoughtful  and  earnest, 
Kind  hearted  and  true, 

Look  ever  to  Jesus, 

He'll  carry  you  through. 
Ask  the  Saviour,  <fce. 


i*    H>    i>    I* 

3  To  him  that  o'ercometh, 
God  giveth  a  crown. 
Through  faith  we  shall  conquer, 

Though  often  cast  down, 
He  who  is  the  Saviour 

Our  strength  will  renew, 
Look  ever  to  Jesus, 
He'll  carry  you  through. 
Ask  the  Saviour,  &c 


WHERE  SHALL  THE  GOOD  CHILDREN  GO? 
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Words  by  Mrs.  M.  H.  C.  SLADE. 


Dr.  A.  BROOKS  EVERETT. 


*-*-*— J— 2 
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97. 


j    j  Where  shall  the  good  children  go    when  they  die?  Up      to      the    mansions  Christ  will   show,) 

'  ]  How      do     we  know  they  are  wait  -  ing    on  high?  Je  -  sus   him  -  self    has  told       us      so.      J 

o    \  What   shall  the  good  children  do    when  they  die  ?  Oh,    they  shall  do      His  will,      we    know,  ) 

""  (  There  shall  be  work    for  the  Mas  -  ter    on  high,  For     in     the  Word  He  tells      us       so.      \ 


S3 
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Chorus. 
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Then  they  shall  praise  and  serve  Him  ev-er,       As      the    joy-ous    an-gels    do,    Then  they  shall  sin    nor 


^a 


V ^T 
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suf-fer      ev-er,  All      the  blissful    ag- es  through. 
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What  shall  the  good  children  sing  when  they  die? 

0  !  they  shall  join  the  seraph  throng, 
Praising  the  name  of  our  Father  on  high, 

Sounding  with  joy  the  new-made  song. — Cho. 

Where  shall  the  good  children  rest  when  they  die? 

Jesus  the  shepherd  gives  them  rest, 
Safe  in  green  pastures,  the  still  waters  nigh, 

Folded  forever  to  His  breast.  —  Cho, 
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WORK  FOR  JESUS. 


Words  by  Rev.  ALFRED  TAYLOR. 


Music  by  T.  E.  PERKINS,  From  "Sono3  of  Salvation,"  by  per. 


/       -0-m  ■*■    -0-      -0-    -0-°  -0-  m  -#•     m       -m-     0        *    -m-  -0-9-0-~0--0--0-m-0- 


OS. 

1.  Work  for  Je  -  sus,  work  to-day  ;  Work  for  Je-sus,  work  and  pray  !  Jesus  will  help  thee,  Jesus  is  near, 

2.  Work  for  Je  -  sus,  in   the  light,  While  the  noonday  sun  is  bright ;  Jesus  hath  called  thee  from  on  high, 

3.  Work  for  Jesus  ;  soon  'tis  night,  Soon  will  fade  the  evening  light ;  Then,  as  sinks  the  set  -  tins  sun. 
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Chorus. 


Ban-ish  each  doubt  and  fear. 
Je  -  sus  is  standing  nigh. 
Je  -  sus  will   say,  *' Well    done. 


He    will  cheer  thy    faint-ing  heart,  Give  thee  strength,  and 


tmm 
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take     thy  part,     Casting    on     Je  -  sus    all      thy  care  ;  Thy  Mas-ter   will  hear  thy     prayer. 
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STRIKE  FOR  JESUS. 
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Not  tco  fast. 


4*-r-!- 


•Silver  Sprat, 
I 


by  per.  W.  H.  DOANE. 


ffiisV  jag 


J       i      J  J  ; 


1>0.  Strike!  strike  for  Je  -  sus,  Soldiers  of 

2.  What  tho'  rag-ing  li  -  ons  Meet  us  on    the 

3.  Strike  !  strike  for  Je  -  sus,  He  -  roes  of   the  cross  f 

4.  Hand  to  hand  u  -  ni  -  ted,  Heart  to  heart  as  one, 


S 

the  Lord  ! 
way, 


^m 
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Hoping   in    His  mer-  cy,  Trusting  in    His  word. 
Zionward  we're  marching  T'ward  the  gates  of  day. 
Sac  -  ri  -  fi  -  cing  pleasure,  Glo  -  ry-ing   in    loss. 
Let  us  still  keep  marching  Till  our  journey's  done. 
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Lift  the  Gospel   ban  -  ner  High  a-bove  the  world,  Let    its  folds  of  beauty    Ev  -  er    be    unfurled. 
An  -  gel  spir-its  guid  -  ing.  Point  us  to      the  light,   Com-ing  o  -  ver  Jordan,  From  our  home  in  sight. 
Bind  the  helmet  stronger,  Tighter  grasp  the  sword,  Conquering  and  to  conquer,  Bat-  tie  for  the  Lord. 
Till    we  see  the  an  -  gels  Come  in  glo  -  rv  down.  With  the  shining  garments,  And  the  victor's  crown. 
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Strike  !  strike  for 

i     4     * 


Je  -  sus,    He  -  roes   bold,        Fight    till      the    vie  -    tory 
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You 
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be     -     hold 
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Strike  !  strike  for    Je  -  sus,      Ne'er  give     o'er,  Rest,  then,  in    glo  -  ry 
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Ev  -  er 
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ONLY  LOOK  TO  JESUS. 

From  "Silver  Sprat."  by  per.  W.  fl.  DOANE. 


I -> 1 \~m m a i-r m «-r « a -I — 3 -J i-^— f— 1 -1 -J h — -\ 


lOO.Look  un  -  to     Me,  ye      wea  -  ry  ones,  With  wounded  spir  -  its     grieving;   Here    par- don  free  for - 

2.  When  wea -ry  with  your  load  of  sin,     Your  heart  is     sad    and    lone-  ly,    O!       turn  a  -  way  from 

3.  When  sor  -  row  like  a       troubled  sea,    Rolls  o'er  your  wea  -  ry     spir  -  it  ;   In       sweetest  tones  He 
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CHORUS. 
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ev  -    er      flows  To    all      who    look  be  -    liev  -  ing. 
all      with-  in,      And  look   to      Je  -    sus     on   -    ly. 
calls  to      thee,   Look  un  -  to      Me     and    bear    it. 


On  -  ly     look  a  -  way  to    Him,    On  -  ly 
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turn     a  -    way   from  sin, 
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To     the       bleeding    Lamb  who   died 


to 
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us  ;      On  -  ly 
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look  a  -  way  to    Him,  He  will  soft  -  ly    en  -  ter    in      To  the  wea-  ry  heart  that  longs  for    Je  -  sus. 


.*-     JfL 


m 


5=C= 


g^g:^5^^^s^^=p 


BEHOLD  THE  LITTLE  FLOCK. 


11!* 


\fr ords  by  Mrs.  M.  B.  C.  SLADE. 


(SOVG  FOR  TEACHERS.) 


==*=* 


Dr.  A.  B.  EVERET" 
* , h,    -1 
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lOl.    Be  -  hold  the  lit  -  tie  flock,  precious  lambs  of    Je  -  sus  ;  Who  shall  keep  them  lest  they  stray  ?  The 
2.  Oh,  who  will  lead  the  flock  thro'  the  des  -  ert    drea  -  ry,  Where  the     fee  -  ble  lambs  mav  fall  ?  Who 

i       r»     i*     >     > 
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Shepherd       of      the  sheep,  from     on     high     He      sees 
will       the     hung-rv     feed,    and    sup  -  port     the 


us  ;     Hear  Him    gent-ly     to    us     sav  : — 


wea  -  ry  ?     Hear  !  on  high  the  Shepherd  call  :— 
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CHORUS 


.— ZZ m 1 ^__ m CZS 


zmz=zzmzzzzzt 


m 


Feed    my  lambs,  my    sheep  P  Thou  knowest  dear  -  est  Lord,  knowest 
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how  we  love  Thee,  We  Thy  blest  command  will  keep. 


3  And  who  will  turn  their  feet  from  the  cold,  dark  mom: 

taius  ? 
Who  will  watch  them,  ever  nigh, 
And  brine  them  to  the  brink  of  the  living  fountains  ? 
Hear  the  Shepherd's  voice  on  high.     Cho. 

4  And  who  will,  by  and  by,  in  the  fields  of  Heaven, 

With  the  flock  the  Shepherd  seel 
We  thank  Thee,  dearest  Lord,  that  to  us  is  given, 
Safe  to  bring  Thy  lambs  to  Thee.     Cho. 


120 


COME  AND  WORK  FOR  JESUS. 


From 


-mm 


-t 1 1 — ■  -i — <-tea |^+F» ^ * 


'Silver  Sprat,"  by  per.  W.  H.  DOANE. 


=SJ=*3 


lOS.  Oh  !  come  and  work  for   Je  -  sus,  With  cheerful  hearts  and  true,  And  tell  the  love  of  Je  -  sus,  Who 

2.  Come,  let     us    work  for    Je  -  sus,  By      faith  and  earnest  prayer,  The  lit  -  tie  ones  in  Je  -  sus, Should 

3.  Come,  let     us    work  for    Je  -  sus,  We've  ma-  ny   jew  -  els  rare,    To   gath-  er  j^et    for  Je  -  sus,  And 
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bled    and  died  for  you  ;  Oh,  come  and  work  for  Jesus,  In    sunshine  or    in    rain.  The  seed  you  sow  for 
claim  our  constant  care  ;  Come,  let  us  work  for  Jesus, For  hearts  are  bleeding  sore,  While  'neath  the  wings  of 
crown  our  labors  there  ;  Then  let  us  work  for   Je-  sus,  Before  the  sun  goes  down,  We've  hearts  to  win  for 

a  at  -ff-     -g"  -•-     ■*•  -g-  ■*-*) 
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CHORUS. 
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Je  -  sus  Shall  not   be   sown  in  vain.     Then  work,  gladly  work  for  Je  -  sus,  There's  a  glorious  work  for 
Je  -  sus  There's  healing  ev  -  er  -  more. 
Je  -  sus  Ere    we    can  wear  a    crown. 
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way  with  the  day,  Till  the    shadows 
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fall,    Then  go  home  and  wear 


a      crown. 
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MANSIONS  THAT  WAIT. 
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Words  by  Mrs.  M.  B.  C.  SLADE. 


I 


Dr.  A.  BROOKS  EVERETT. 
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103.  I  » 

1.  Sweet    is      the  prom-ise  faith  sees  enrolled — Mansions  prepared  for  you  !  Oh,  who  may  walk  the 

2.  Beau  -  ti   -  ful  coun-try,    ci  -  ty      of  God !  How  shall  we  go    to     thee?  Je  -sus  will  lead  us, 

3.  Dwell-ing       e  -  ter  -  nal,  home  in  the  skies,  When  shall  the  way  be  past?  When  He  who  loved  us 
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Chorus. 
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fair  streets  of  gold,  The  gate-  way      of  pearl  pass  through  ?   The  Spir  -  it      and  Bride  say,  come,  To 
His    feet  have  trod  The  way    that    our  path  shall  be. 
bids     us       a -rise    To    dwell  with    our  Lord   at    last. 
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mansions  for  us   that  wait ;    And  who  -  so   will,  let    him  free-ly  come,  And  pass  thro'  the  pearly  gate. 
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122    Words  by  REV.  WM.  0.  CUSHING.  JESUS    BY    THE   SEA, 

Reverentially. 


Musio  by  GEO.  F.  ROOT. 


-ftu. 


104. 

1.0  I  love 

2.  O  I  love 

3.  O  I  love 
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to  think  of 
to  think  of 
to  think  of 
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JeSus  as  He  sat  beside  the  sea  ;  Where  the  waves  were  only  rnurrn'ring  on  the 
Jesus  as  He  walked  upon  the  sea  ;  When  the  waves  were  rolling  fear  -  ful  -  ly  and 
Jesus     as     He  walked  beside  the  sea  ;  Where  the  fishers  spread  their  nets  up  -  on     the 
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strand;  Where  He  sat  within  the  boat,     on    the  sil  -  vei 
grand  ;  How  the  winds  and  waves  were  still,  at  the  biddin^ 
shore ;  How    He  bade  them  follow  Him  and  forsake  the  paths  of  sin 
_^_-_*_^_«_r*_±_*_* — m — * g_i_ m—rm-r-m-rm — s — * 


.vave  a  -  float  Where  He  taught  the  waiting  people  on  the  laud, 
of  His  will, While  He  brought  His  lov'd  disciples  safe  to  laud. 
And    to    be  His  true  disci  -  pies    ev  -  er-more. 


O  I  love  to  think  of  Je  -  sus  by  the  sea ; 
O  I  love  to  think  of  Je  -  sus  by  the  sea ; 
O        I    love    to  think  of     Je  -  sus      by    the    sea ; 


I  love  to  think  of    Jesus  by  the  sea,  Aud  I 

I  love  to  think  of    Jesus  by  the  sea,  How  He 

1  love  to  think  of    Jesus  bv  the  sea,  And  1 
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love  the  precious  Word,  Which  He  speaks  to  them  that  heard,  While  He  taught  the  waiting  peo-ple  by  the  sea. 
walked  upon  the  wave,  His  be  -  lov  -  ed  ones  to  save,  While  He  brought  them  safely  o'er  the  storm  -  y  sea. 
long      to  leave  my  all,     At  my  dear  Redeem  -  er's  call,      And  His  true    dis  -  ci  -  pie      ev      er  -  more    to       be. 
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HOSANNA!   HOSANNA 
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Soft. 


Words  and  Music  by  P.  P. 


BLISS. 
» 


From 


'The  Prize,"  by  per.  ROOT  <fc  CADY. 


el: 


1.  From  the  Mount  of 

2.  Some,  their  high-est 

3.  All     a-round  the 


it 

Olives  descending,  See  the  mul  -  ti  -  tude  draw  nigh  ; 
honor  be-stowing,  Spread  their  garments  in  the  way ; 
ci-ty  are  cry-insr.  "Who     is      this  ?  what  priest   or      kino:? 


4.       We,  our  truthful  worship  would  give  Thee, Humbly      at     Thy     feet  would  fall, 


I 

Low  be  -  fore  the 
Oth-  ers  leaf  -  y 
'  While  within  the 
In  our  hearts  would 
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Chorus. 
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Ho-ly   One  bend- ing,  Hear  them  all    with  rapture   cry; 
branches  are    strew-  ing,     All    re  -  joic  -  ing,  shout  and  say  : — 
tem-ple   re  -  ply  -  ing   Hear  the  chil  -  dren  sweetly  sing  : — 
gladly      re   -  ceive  Thee,  Je  -  sus,  Sav-  iour,  Lord  of    all. 
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Blessed  is   he  that  com-eth  in     the 
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name  of    the      Lord,           Ho 
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-  san  -  na,    ho  -  san  -  na,    ho  - 
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high   -  est, 
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Words  by  Mas.  M.  B   C.  SLADE. 


FOOT  STEPS  OF  JESUS. 


Music  by  Da.  A.  B.  EVERETT 
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106.  Sweet  ly,    Lord,  have  we  heard  Thee  call  -  ing,   Come,   fol  -  low    Me  !  And  we  see  where  Thy 

2.  Tho'  they  lead    o'er   the  cold   dark  mountains,  Seek  -  ing    His    sheep  ;  Or  a  -  long   by      Si  - 

3.  If       they  lead  through  the  tem-ple    ho  -    ly,      Preaching     the    word ;  Or  in  homes  of    the 


CHORUS. 
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foot  -  prints  fall  -  ing,      Lead 
lo    -   am's      foun-  tains,    Help   - 
poor  and       low  -  ly,         Serv    - 
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to        Thee, 
the      weak, 
the       Lord. 
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make  the    path-  way  glow 


We     will    fol  -  low  the  steps  of 


Je 


sus  wher  -  e'er    they  go. 
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4  Though,  dear  Lord,  in  Thy  pathway  keeping, 

We  follow  Thee  ; 
Through  the  gloom  of  that  place  of  weeping, 
Gethsemane  ! — Cho. 

5  If  Thy  way  and  its  sorrows  bearing, 

We  go  again, 
Up  the  slope  of  the  hill-side,  bearing 
Our  cross  of  pain.  —  Cho. 


6  By  and  by,  through  the  shining  portals, 

Turning  our  feet, 
We  shall  walk  with  the  glad  immortals, 
Heaven's  golden  streets. — Cho. 

7  Then  at  last  when  on  high  he  sees  us, 

Our  journey  done, 
We  will  rest  where  the  steps  ot  Jesus 
End  at  His  throne. — Cho. 


Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY. 


SPREAD  THE  GOSPEL 
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107.  "  * 

1.  Come  o  -  ver  and  help  us!  come  o  -  ver  and  help  us  !  The  cry  is  still  heard  from  the  isles  of  the  sea  ;  They 

2.  Be  -  hold    in  the  distance  the  field  in  its  whiteness,  It  waits  for  the  reaper,  'tis   waiting    for  you  ;  Re  - 

3.  O'er  plains  of  the  desert  or  heights  of  the  mountain,  The  Lord  is  your  keeper,  the  Lord  will  defend  ;  The 

4.  The  cross    of  the  Master  your  boast  and  your  glory,  Your  faith  in  the  promise  reveal'd  in  His  word  ;  Un  - 
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thirst  for  the  wa  -  ter  of    life     ev  -  er  -  lasting,  That  flows  from  the  fountain  sb  boundless  and  free, 

member  the  words  of  your  blessed  Redeem  -  er,  The    harvest      is  great   but  the  workmen  are  few. 

An  -  gel     of  peace  with  His  scepter  will  guide  you  ;  The  day-beam  of  hope  on  your  path  will  descend, 

furl    the  bright  standard  of  truth  and  salva  -  tion  ;  Go  forth  to  your   la  -  bor  and  trust     in  the  Lord. 
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Go  forth  on  your  mission,  O  watchmen  of  Zi  -on !  The  Lord  has  commanded,  go  forth  in  His  name  !  Glad 
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ings  of  joy     to     the  poor    and  neglect  -  ed,  A 
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pre  -  cious    redemption  through  Jesus  proclaim. 
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AM  I  A  SOLDIER  OF  THE  CR06S? 

Arranged 
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with  Chorus  by  T.  0.  O'KANK 
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59. 


And    shall 


a     sol-dier  of     the    cross, 
I     fear  to    own  His  cause, 


Am     I 

And  shall 


sol  -  dier      of     the 
fear     to       own  His 


ptf 


£?- r-9- 


± 


■a-    *. 


*=V- 


r=*i 


i 
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of   the  cross, 
own  His  cause, 

N N 


m 


& 


*; 


i=t± 
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cross, 
cause, 


Am      I 
And    shall 


a     sol  -  dier  of     the    cross,  - 
I      fear  to  own  His    cause, 


A 

Or 


follower  of     the    Lamb,   ) 
blush  to  speak  His  name  ?  \ 


m 


hm 


s: 


*.  «. 


s±=? 


f- 


©— 


of    the  cross, 
own  His  cause, 


Szzjzjd 


Choeus.  We 
We 


will      stand  the  storm, 

will      stand,     stand    the    storm,     It     will      not         be 


s 


£ 


*±=± 


ver 


We  will 
long ;  We  will 
4L  +-      *- 


AM  I  A  SOLDIER  OF  THE  CROSS?    Concluded. 
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*=* 


an 
an 


chor 
chor    by        and 


i!S±=j 


by 
by, 


and 

We       will 


by, 

an 


by 

chor  by 


and 
and 


zztz 
w— 

by, 
by. 


£ 


^=k 


£t 


stand  the  storm, 

stand,  stand  the  storm;  It    will  not  be  ver  -  y    long, 


We  will 
We  will 


an  -  chor  by 
an  -  chor  by 


f 

and 

and 


-6> ! 

-m 0 — 0 — a— 

i,  < " r 

by,  by  and  by. 

i     h  r*  ? 

4     *—+    4. 


§1 


•0-      &-0-     A       -*■    ~0- 


2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 

On  flowery  beds  of  ease, 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sail'd  through  bloody  seas. — Cho. 

3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God? — Cho. 

i  Sure  I  must  fight  if  I  would  reign  ; 
Increase  my  courage,  Lord  * 


I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  Thy  word.— Cho. 

5  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war, 

Shall  conquer,  though  they  die  : 
They  see  the  triumph  from  afar, 
By  faith  they  bring  it  nigh.— Cho. 

6  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 

And  all  ffhine  armies  shine, 
In  robes  of  victory,  through  the  skies, 
The  glory  shall  be  Thine.—  Cho, 
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Words  by  FANNY  'JROSBY 


SABBATH  BELLS.     (No.  2.) 

From  "  Sabbath  Carols."    Music  by  T.  E.  PERKINS,  by  per. 


-4— h- 


P=fc=* 


^r-te 


llO.l. Ringing,  sweetly   ring-ing,    The  cheerful  Sabbath  bells,  Ringing, sweetly  ringing,  The  cheerful  Sabbath 


9» 


-# — !—  #- 


-K— i       K    N 


-r- 


l-t—Jt—l—Jt—l 


-H h H- 

¥       •       • 


v-N 


•    i<T 


9^ 


t*=3 


bells.  We   lin  -  ger  a  moment  their  call  to  hear,Then  haste  away  to  our  school  so  dear, Over  the  greenwood 


1-0 m — 0 — 0 — 0 — #__l — p ^--w-\-» — »-m — c — 0 — »-H — H — \-»— w — # — # — » — H 


Chokus. 


— # 0- 

joy-  ous  and  free, 


9:, 


Sing-ing  with  glad-  ness,  happy    are    we. 

•0-       -0-       -0-       -0-       -0-         •*-■*-••#-•#- 
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While  o  -  ver   the    dis-tant  hill  Their 
S  — 0. 0 p. 0 — 


£    TP         f 


¥       ¥ 
mf    p 


-1— *—0—0—0— % -tj—j—l-j—^ J_^_IJ_^.#  *_#_C#_^__i_^_L# #^_±J_#_   _,_#_JJ 

is  floating  still,  Hear  the  echo,  echo,  echo, sweet  Sabbath  bells, Hear  the  echo,  echo,  echo,  sweet  Sabbath  bells. 

^^-0-^_^^0-0^0-0-0-0^trH--0-0^U-r  -»+  -l^-*-*z*J£^-fif  jIE-^-y-»-ti 


SABBATH  BELLS.     Concluded. 
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2  ||:  Kinging,  sweetly  ringing, 

Their  silver  chimes  we  love,  :|| 
A  mission  of  peace  to  the  heart  they  bear, 
A  welcome  call  to  the  house  of  prayer, 
Telling  of  rapture,  telling  of  rest, 
Mansion  of  glory,  tranquil  and  blest.  —  Cho. 


3  ||:  Kinging,  sweetly  ringing, 

Those  cheerful  Sabbath  bells,  :|| 
0  let  us  be  grateful  to  God  above. 
Who  crowneth  our  days  with  the  light  of  love. 
Blessed  Redeemer,  ever  to  Thee 
Praise  from  Thy  children  offered  shall  be. — Cho. 


Words  by  C.  WESLEY. 
Moderato  Legato. 

.ft 


PLEA  FOR  MERCY. 


fefc 


«-lJjr3-3 


.  —3 31— ' > — 


Depth  of 
Can      my 


mer  -  cy,    can  there   be, 
God  His  wrath  for  -  bear, 


Mer 

Me, 


cy    still 
the  chief 


re  -  served  for  me  ? 
of      sin-ners  spare  ? 


God 


loi 


ji-      I       -'jr— * — n Lc — I jnzn xc — L — H— * — !--r— {— a — h" i N- — Pi-frr— I — I ii 

know,  I    feel  :    Je  -  sus  weeps  and  loves  me  still  ;    Je  -   sus  weeps,  He  weeps  and  loves  me  still. 


sus  weeps  and  loves  me  still 

i 


sua  weeps,  He  weeps  and  loves  me  si 


2  I  have  long  withstood  His  grace, 

Long  provoked  Him  to  His  face  ; 

Would  not  hearken  to  His  calls  ; 

Grieved  Him  by  a  thousand  falls. 

Chorus.— God  is  love,  <fec. 

9  A 


3T_I3I 


3  Now  incline  me  to  repent ; 
Let  me  now  my  fall  lament ! 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore, 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 
Chorus.— God  is  love,  <fcc. 


4  There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands  ; 
Shows  His  wounds,  and  spreads  His 
God  is  love,  I  know,  I  feel  ;      [hands 
Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 
Chorus.— God  is  love.  «tc. 


HO  KIND  SHEPHERD,  LEAD  ME  O'ER  THE  PLAIN.' 

Words  bv  GEO.  W.  BUNGAY.  Arr.  by  HENRY  TUCKER. 

LITTLE  MASTHA.  n_„      ._^_CJ QM ^-^A^ , 

1.  Kind  Shepherd,  lead  tne  o'er  the  plain,  The  night  is  drawing  nigh, The  thunder  rolls.and  clouds  of  rain  Blot 

2.  My     inoth-er,  in  her  humble  cot,  Stands  by  the  window  still,  Dear  Shepherd,  lead  me;  I  fear  not,  The 


Instrument. 


>— I— i ^^.n—^.-;.-— 


Kind  Shepherd. 


rr-4 


-JV-I— 


out  the  starlit  sky.  You  cannot  cross  the  pathless  plain, The  tempest  shakes  the  cloud,  See,  mixed  with  fire,  the 
storm  that  crowns  the  hill.  Stay,  darling,  in  my  sheltering  tent,  Until  the  storms  subside,  No  planet  lights  the 


I. 


Ctr  i_j— ^  U3=»  i——    ctr  u>»    t*-  ts*-^ 

CHORUS  by  School  and  Audience.  |  1st.     .         K  ^^       | 

•  -•-         -*-    *»-       -*-       -3-  '  I  >^ 


falling  rain,  seems  stitches  in    a  shroud.  /Kind  shepherd,  lead  her  o'er  the  plain,  The  night  is  dark  and  drear  ;\ 
firmament,  No  stars  appear  to  guide.     \And  wipe  the  tears,  that  fall  like  rain — [omit] ' 


Ba 


MARTHA. 

3  Oh  !  shepherd,  take  me  by  the  hand, 
I  see  my  mother's  form, 
She  beckons,  where  the  old  elms  stand, 
An  angel  in  the  storm. 

SHEPHERD. 

Thy  mother  will  not  meet  again, 
Her  darling,  pleading  child, 

If  I  should  lead  thee  o'er  the  plain, 
Where  winds  are  howling  wild. — Cho. 


MARTHA. 

4  My  mother  prays  for  me,  her  child, 
And  thunders  stop  to  hear, 
Her  accents  soft,  and  sweet,  and  mild. 
And  Jesus  bows  His  ear. 

SHEPHERD. 

Then  I  will  lead  thee  o'er  the  plain, 
Through  darkness  deep  and  wide, 

The  lightning  coming  with  the  rain, 
Shall  be  the  lamp  to  guide.— CAo. 


•  From  "  Sunday  School  Bell  No.  2."    Melody  by  permtBslon  of  Oliver  Uits«n  &  Co.,  Boston. 


Words  by  JOSEPITIXE  POLLARD 
Solo,  or  a  few  Voices. 

zrzxrczzjzz: 


THE  WANDERER/ 


O.  PERKINS. 
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I..    JT  w     m=K 


*feWW- 


113. 

1.  A         lit    -  tie  mai  -  den    to     our    door 

2.  We     tried     to  cheer  her  ach-ing    heart, 

3.  One    day     the     augels  gare    her  wings, 


One  win  -  fry  morning  came,  The  snow  lay  heav-y  on  the  ground,  And 
We  did  what -e'er  we  could,  But  though  she  smil'd  her  thankful-Dess,  She 
And  bore  her    far      a  -  way,     Where  want  and  sickness  nev  -  er  come,    And 


Accompaniment 


^=3=g — ■uvtrgz 


mwm 


she  was  sick  and  lame.  We  asked  about  her  home  and  friends,  She  could  not  make  re  -  ply,  But  with  her  slender  fingers 
could  not  taste  the  food.  She  fad  -  ed  like  a  gen  -  tie  flower,  We  knew  that  she  must  die,  And  oft  she  whisper'd  of  her 
pleasures  ne'er  de  •  cay.  Her  earth  -  ly    tri  -  als    all  are    o'er,     No    long     er  need  she  roam,  For,  oh,  the  wand'ring  child  we 

-s>— r- 


gzz^zz^zzzgzz^zp^-Fg  t  zzzzai 


raised,  She  pointed  to  the  sky. 
home,  And  pointed  to  the  sky. 
know,    Is        safe,  yes,  safe  at  home 

•f=- 


0,    'tis  there  be-yond  the  star-ry    plain, 


We  shall  meet, we  shall  all  m«et  a 


,7-5: 


1      m         ,-g" 


g 


ttr 


8    ■    S±M 


u   *  r -j 


—.e-e~- 


=^-5-hn: 


m 


1 v—ffi—i +  — jj 

starry  plain, 

Repeat  pp,  or  the  repeat  may  be  omitted 
£ ptx_| N ^ 1 Is -fe-T     I rC| 


gain 


We  shall  meet, 


:E«zzz*zrzr*: 


we  shall  meet, 


"  — m — m — r-m m-- — m — m- 


We  shall  meet,  we     shall   all     meet    a  -  gain. 


Jl>  iir 


j-j  i  ■  \r "  \ 


we  shall  meet, 


meet  a  -  gain,  \\  e    shall  meet, 

*  We  must  never  forget  the  children  at  the  door.     Thousands  of  them  are  homeless  and  friendless  ;  and  many,  eren  in  this  Christiac 
land,  are  starving  insou)  and  body  for  the  want  of  help.     Let  us  help  them 
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Words  by  Mrs.  M. 


TENDER  SHEPHERD, 


B.  C.  SLADE. 


Dr.  A.  B.  EVERETT. 


3 

1.  Oh  !  say 

2.  He     go 


l*=£ 


:2- :S: 


wbo 
eth 


is 
be 


He,  Whose  tender  voice    I     hear?  Who  sweet-ly,  gent  -  ly     call  -  ing,  comes  His 
fore,  He  shows  His  sheep  the  way — He  bears  them  in     His    lov  -  ing  arms,  He 


'6.    Ihe  des  -  ert        is  drear, The  mountains  dark  and  cold  ;  His  wand'rmg  sheep  the  Shepherd  seeks, when 

-»: :£- -»■ ■»» ■_»-_ t£ .-*- ;£. ■£: p-. 
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'  IT 


— :=z=:zis: 


* — I*. 
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EES=?^*=S=s£iEsE 


«j    -•»-  -«p-    -J- :    * 

little  lambs  to  find  ?  Come  children  and  see,Behold  He  draweth  near,Oh,  see,  it      is     our  ten-der  Shepherd 
folds  them  to  His  breast. Come  children, no  more  From  Jesus  go  astray;  One  Shepherd  and  one  fold  there  is, come 
o'er  the  hills  they  roam;  His  accents  so  dear  Shall  win  us  to  His  fold;  Young  lambs  of  Jesus,  hear  Him  calling, 

-m-    -m-  m     -0f-  -m-     -?m-  ■    -m-       -m-      •-     -0-     -m-     -m-  •    -m-     -m-  -m-      -m-      -m-      -m- 


CHORUS 


■\ 1 


m 


r     p    p     ^     i?     p 


His  sheep  hear  His  voice,  His  call  of  love  we  know;  We  follow,  for    our  ten-der  Shepherd  loves  us 
-^    ,  T     m  .  f  f     f  ,f  tT   -P-   f  I*"     f -.-g — , , £-- 
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Words  by  Mas.  M.  B   C.  SLADE. 


WILL  BE  DONE. 


"tfisic  by  Dr.  A, 
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B.  EVERETT. 
_> * N 


Jp^— *  —     * =- » »"T *— 

11£>.  Come  down  be  -  side     the   wa    -    ters,     so    calm, 

2.  Come  down  a  -  mong  the  fish  -     ers,      be  -  side 

3.  Come  out       in  -  to        the   des   -    ert,  where  Je  - 


wr- 0—*-» R «■ »—. m — %rt 9 »-r m 


and  sweet  and  still, 
the  shin  -  ing  lake, 
sus  went    be  -  fore, 


gr     p-  gih    i  u~  i  r 


The  bright  and  pleas-  ant 
The  blue  and  pla  -  cid 
The  'cold      and  drea  -  ry, 


nv  -  er  s 
lake    of 
rock  -  y 


sun  -  ny    side  ; 
Gal  -    i  -   lee, 
wil  -  der  -  ness 


And 
And 
And 


learn  how  Je 
hear  how  Je 


=fc==fc 


sus  taught  us 
sus  call  -  eth, 
learn  how  Je  -  sus     suffered, 


to  do  His  Fa  -  ther's  will,  While 
come  now  your  nets  for  -  sake  ;  Then 
with  temptings  dark  and   sore,    And 


ET     g      R"    g 


B «_i K «K_i K- 

zzptBiz=zi*zz3Ezrz3i : 


d.  s.  From  Jor-  dan's  peaceful  flow,  Un  - 
^        ^         g        ^  .Fine.     CHORUS 
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to     Calv'ry's  mount 
_l , b — p 


of  woe,    All 


standing    by    the    Jordan's  sacred     tide, 
leav  -  ing    all,  cry,  Lord,  we  fol-  low  Thee, 
there  the  Lord  thy  God,  with  Him  confess. 


Thy  will  be  done,  we  pray  :  Oh  !  Saviour  hear  us  say,  Lord, 


S=£: 


righteousness  with  Thee  would  we  ful-  fill. 

& 


^m 


ft-r-1- 


4  Come  up  into  the  garden,  by  Olive's  mount  of  prayer, 

The  place  of  tears  and  pain,  Gethsemane  ; 
And,  weeping,  say  with  Jesus,  as  He  is  weeping  there, 
Just  as  Thou  wilt,  dear  Lord,  do  unto  me. — Cho. 

5  And  can  you  follow  Jesus,  tho'  pain  and  death  draw  nigh, 

By  Calv'ry's  way  up  which  the  Saviour  passed  ? 
And  faithful  in  His  service  before  Him,  by  and  by, 

Receive  the  blessed  words,  "well  done,"  at  last? — Cha. 
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Words  by  Mrs.  M.  B.  C.  SLADE. 


TO  THAT  CITY  WILL  YOU  GO? 


Dr.  A.  B.  EVERETT. 


110. 


1.  Where  the  jas-per  walls  are  beaming,  Where  the  pearly  por-tals  are   glowing;  Where  the  golden  street  is 

2.  O  -  pen  are  the  shining  por  -tals,  Shut  by  night    or  day  are  they  nev-er,  With  the  glo  -  ri  -  fied  im- 


§i£tr£ 


F 


-©-- 


5=S 


Chokus. 


3=3- 
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§S 


gleam-ing,  Where  the  crys  -tal   wa  -  ters     are  flow  -  ing  : —  Down  be  -  side  that  wondrous  riv  -  er, 
rnor  -  tals,     Will  you  dwell  within     them  for  -  ev  -  er? 
(2 * r-0-r-*     f"  :    * — # g  *   »  .  « «- 


* 


#=v^ 


Repeat  pp. 

-[--£— k-*<— tnH— -m 


Where  the  trees  of  healing  grow,       We  shall  meet  and  love  for  -  ev  -  er, 


^-^=5 


3  In  that  many  mansioned  dwelling, 
Jesus,  one  for  you  is  preparing  ; 
'Where  hosannas  glad  are  swelling, 
Wjli  you  come  ihelr  joy  sweetly  sharing  ? 

Cho. 


To  that  Ci  -ty  will  you     go. 


^^^EggE^Efej 


4  Joyfully  into  the  keeping 

Of  our  loving  Lord  are  we  going; 
No  more  sorrow,  pain,  nor  weeping, 
No  more  waves  of  woe  o'er  us  flowing. 
Cho. 


5  There  shall  be  no  days  declining, 
Tho'  no  sun  nor  moon  light  the  heaven ; 
From  amidst  the  throne  is  shining, 
Glory  from  the  Lord  freely  given. 

Cho. 


ORTONVILLE.    CM, 


Dr.  HASTINGS. 
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intf-xttt 


nr. 


(3  0    p*...0  m^i-m-2-0_^j&£_*_ 


CM. 


1  O  FOR  a  closer  walk  with  God, 

A  calm  and  heavenly  frame, 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 

That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb  ! 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 

When  first  I  saw  the  Lord? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  his  word  ? 

3  What  peaceful   hours  I  once  enjoy'd ! 

How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

\  Return  O  holy  Dove,  return, 
Sweet  messenger  of  rest ! 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  thee  mourn, 
And  drove  thee  from  my  breast. 

5  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

Whate'er  that  idol  be, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne, 
And  worship  only  thee. 

6  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 

Calm  and  serene  my  frame: 

So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 

That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 


US. 


HO. 


C.  M. 


1  When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 

To  mansions  in  the  skies, 
I'll  bid  farewell  to  every  fear, 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 

And  fiery  darts  be  huii'd, 
Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 
And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares,  like  a  wild  deluge,  come, 

Let  storms  of  sorrow  fall : 
So  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all. 

4  There  I  shall  bathe  my  weary  soul 

In  seas  of  heavenly  rest, 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 


C.  M. 


WATTS. 


WATTS. 


1  Now  let  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  Spirit  be  adored 
Where  there  are  works  to  make  him  known, 
Or  saints  to  love  the  Lord 
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b-l  lit  !  J .  irc-JTbto 


HEBRON.    L  M. 

D.  L.  MASON,  l>y  per. 


l£SO.  L.   M.  CENNICK. 

1  Jesus,  my  all,  to  heaven  is  gone, 
He  whom  I  fixed  my  hopes  upon  : 
His  track  I  see,  and  I'll  pursue 
The  narrow  way  till  him  I  view. 

2  The  way  the  holy  prophets  went, 
The  road  that  leads  from  banishment, 
The  King's  highway  of  holiness, 

I'll  go,  for  all  his  paths  are  peace. 

3  This  is  the  way  I  long  have  sought, 
And  mourn'd  because  I  found  it  not : 
My  grief  a  burden  long  has  been, 
Because  I  was  not  saved  from  sin. 

4  The  more  1  strove  against  its  power, 
I  felt  its  weight  and  guilt  the  more  ; 
Till  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  say, 

"  Come  hither,  soul,  I  am  the  way." 

5  Lo  !  glad  I  come,  and  thou,  blessed  Lamb 
Shalt  take  me  to  thee  as  I  am  : 
Nothing  but  sin  have  I  to  give, 
Nothing  but  love  shall  I  receive. 

6  Then  will  1  tell  to  sinners  round 
What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found: 


I'll  point  to  thy  redeeming  blood 
And  say.  "  Behold  the  way  to  Q 


God." 


1S1.  L.  M.  WATTS. 

1  Show  pity,  Lord,  O  Lord,  forgive, 
Let  a  repenting  rebel  live : 

Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free ! 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  thee  ? 

2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  don't  surpass 
The  power  and  glory  of  thy  grace  : 
Great  God,  thy  nature  hath  no  bound, 
So  let  thy  pardoning  love  be  found. 

3  O  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin, 

And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean  : 
Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies, 
And  past  offences  pain  mine  eyes. 

4  My  lips  with  shame  my  sins  confess, 
Against  thy  law,  against  thy  grace  : 
Lord,  should  thy  judgments  grow  severe, 
I  am  condemn'd,  but  thou  art  clear. 

5  Should  sudden  vengeance  seize  my  breath, 
I  must  pronounce  thee  just  in  death: 
And  if  my  soul  were  sent  to  hell, 

Thy  righteous  law  approves  it  well. 

6  Yet  save  a  trembling  sinner,  Lord, 
Whose  hope,  still  hovering  round  thy  word, 
Would  light  on  some  sweet  promise  there. 
Some  sure  support  against  despair 


DUKE  STREET.    L  M. 
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122.     ^  L.  M.  WATTS. 

I  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run : 
His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 


2  From  north  to  south  the  princes  meet 
To  pay  their  homage  at  his  feet; 
While  western  empires  own  their  Lord, 
And  savage  tribes  attend  his  word. 


3  For  him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made, 
And  endless  praises  crown  his  head  : 
His  name,  like  sweet  perfume,  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 


4  People  and  realms,  of  every  tongue, 
Dwell  on  his  love  with  sweetest  song ; 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  his  name. 


5  Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honors  to  our  King: 
Angels  descend  with  songs  again, 
And  earth  repeat  the  long  Amen  ! 


123. 


L.  M. 


WATTS, 


1  Now  to  the  Lord  a  noble  song ! 
Awake,  my  soul ;  awake  my  tongue  : 
Hosanna  to  th'  Eternal  Name, 
And  all  his  boundless  love  proclaim. 

2  See,  where  it  shines  in  Jesus'  face, 
The  brightest  image  of  his  grace  : 
God,  in  the  person  of  his  Son, 

Has  all  his  mightiest  works  outdone. 

3  The  spacious  earth  and  spreading  flood 
Proclaim  the  wise,  the  powerful  God  ; 
And  thy  rich  glories,  from  afar, 
Sparkle  in  every  rolling  star : 

4  But  in  his  looks  a  glory  stands, 
The  noblest  labor  of  thy  hands  ; 
The  pleasing  lusture  of  his  eyes 
Outshines  the  wonders  of  the  skies. 

5  Grace  !--'tis  a  sweet,  a  charming  theme : 
My  thoughts  rejoice  at  Jesus'  name  ' 
Ye  angels,  dwell  upon  the  sound  ; 

Ye  heavens,  reflect  it  to  the  ground  ! 

6  O  may  I  reach  the  happy  place 
Where  he  unveils  his  lovely  face  ! 
Where  all  his  beauties  you  "behold, 
And  sing  his  name  to  harps  of  gold. 


124. 


L.  M. 


1   Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 
To  praise  thy  name,  give  "thanks  and  sing 
To  show  thy  love  by  morning  light, 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  by  night. 


2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest, 

No  mortal  cares  shall  seize  my  breast ; 
O  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found, 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound  ! 

3  My  heart  shall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 
And  bless  his  works,  and  bless  his  word  : 
Thy  works  of  grace,  how  bright  they 

shine  ! 
How  deep  thy  counsels!  how  divine  ! 

4  Then  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part 
When  grace  hath  well  refined  my  heart, 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  are  shed, 
Like  holy  oil,  to  cheer  my  head. 


5  Then  sTiall  I  see,  and  bear,  and  know 
All  I  desired  or  wish  (1  below  ; 
And  every  power  find  sweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  ioy. 
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When  Jesus  washed  my  sins    a  •  way,  He  taught  me  how    to  watch  and  pray,  And  live  re  -  joic  -  ing  ev  -  ery  day. 
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L.  M. 


DODDRIDGE. 


1  O  happy  day  that  fix'd  my  choice 

On  thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God  ! 
Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice, 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

2  O  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 

To  him  who  merits  all  my  love  ! 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

3  'Tis  done — the  great  transaction's  done  ! 

I  am  my  Lord's,  and  he  is  mine  : 


He  drew  me,  and  I  follow'd  on, 
Charm'd  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 

4  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart : 

Fix'd  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest : 
With  ashes  who  would  grudge  to  part, 
When  call'd  on  angel's  bread  to  feast  i 

5  High  Heaven,  that  heard  the  solemu  vow, 

That  vow  renew'd  shall  daily  hear, 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow. 
And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 
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11,  10. 


1  Come,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  ye  languish, 
Come,  and  at  God's  altar  fervently  kneel : 

Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your  anguish 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot  heal. 

2  Joy  of  the  desolate,  Light  of  the  straying, 
Hope  of  the  penitent,  fadeless  and  pure, 


Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  in  God's  name  saying, 
Earth  has  no  sorrow   that  Heaven  caunot  cure. 


3  Go,  ask  the  infidel  what  boon  he  brings  us, — 
What  charm  for  aching  hearts  he  can  reveal, 

Sweet  as  the  heavenly  promise  hope  sings  us, 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  God  caunot  heal. 
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7s  &  6s. 


I  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand — 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand — 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain. 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 


2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle, 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile, — 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown  ; 
The  heathen  in  his  blindness 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

3  Shall  we  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, 
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Shall  we  to  men  benighted 
The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 

Salvation  !  O  salvation  ! 
The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 

Till  earth's  remotest  nation 
Has  learu'd  Messiahs  name. 

Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story, 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole — 
Till  o'er  our  ransoin'd  nature 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 


1S8. 


7s  &  6s. 


1  Go,  thou,  in  life's  fair  morning- 
Go  in  the  bloom  of  youth, 
And  buy ,  for  thy  adorning, 


The  precious  pearl  of  truth : 
Secure  this  heavenly  treasure, 

And  bind  it  on  thy  heart ; 
And  let  not  worldly  pleasure 

E'er  cause  it  to  depart. 

Go,  while  the  day-star  shineth- 

Go,  while  thy  heart  is  light — 
Go,  ere  thy  strength  declineth, 

While  every  sense  is  bright : 
Sell  all  thou  hast,  and  buy  it : 

'Tis  worth  all  earthly  things- 
Rubies,  and  gold,  and  diamonds, 

Sceptres,  and  crowns  of  kings. 

Go,  ere  the  clouds  of  sorrow 

Steal  o'er  the  bloom  of  youth  : 
Defer  not  till  to-morrow  : 

Go  now,  and  buy  the  truth. 
Go,  seek  thy  great  Creator, 

Learn  early  to  be  wise : 
Go,  place  upon  his  altar 

A  morning  sacrifice  1 
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11,  10, 


1  Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning, 

Dawn  on  our  darkness  and  lend  us  thine  aid, 
Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning, 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid  ! 

2  Cold  on  his  cradle  the  dew-drops  are  shining, 
Low  lies  his  head  with  the  beasts  of  the  stall : 

Angels  adore  him  in  slumber  reclining, 
Maker,  and  Monarch,  and  Saviour  of  all. 

3  Say,  shall  we  yield  him,  in  costly  devotion, 
Odors  of  Edom,  and  offerings  divine — 


Gems  of  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  the  ocean, 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  and  gold  from  the  mine  ? 

A  Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation, 
Vainly  with  gifts  would  his  favor  secure  : 

Richer  by  far  is  the  heart's  adoration. 

Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor ! 

5  Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning, 
Dawn  on  our  darkness  and  lend  us  thine  aid ! 

Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning, 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid! 


CAPERS.    C.  M. 


R.  M.  Mc  IXTOSH. 
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130  C.  M.  C.  WESLEY. 

1  For  ever  here  my  rest  shall  be, 

Close  to  thy  bleeding  side  : 
This  all  my  hope  and  all  my  plea, 
For  me  the  Saviour  died. 

2  My  dying  Saviour,  and  my  God, 
Fountain  for  guilt  and  siu, 


Sprinkle  me  ever  with  thy  blood, 
And  cleanse  and  keep  me  clean. 


3  Wash  me,  and  make  me   thus  thine 
own, 
Wash  me,  and  mine  thou  art  : 


Wash  me,  but  not  my  feet  alone, 
My  hands,  my  head,  my  heart. 

4  Tb'  atonement  of  thy  blood  apply, 
Till  faith  to  sight  improve, 

Till  hope  in  full  fruition  die, 
And  all  mv  soul  be  love. 
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131. 


S.  M. 


1  My  God,  my  life,  ray  love ! 
To  thee,  to  thee  I  call : 
I  cannot  live  if  thou  remove, 
For  thou  art  all  in  all. 


Thy  shining  grace  can  cheer 
This  dungeon  where  I  dwell : 

'Tis  paradise  when  thou  art  here — 
If  thou  depart,   'tis  hell. 


3  To  thee,  and' thee  alone, 

The  angels  owe  their  bliss  : 
They  sit  around  thy  gracious  throne, 
And  dwell  where  Jesus  is. 


4  Thou  art  the  sea  of  love, 

Where  all  my  pleasures  roll, 
The  circle  where  my  psssions  move, 
And  centre  of  my  soul. 


5  To  thee  my  spirits  fly 
With  infinite  desire  ; 
And  yet  how  far  from  thee  I  lie 
O  Jesus,  raise  me  higher. 


133. 


S.  M. 


1  Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest, 

That  saw  the  Lord  arise  : 
Welcome  to  this  reviving  breast, 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes! 

2  The  King  himself  comes  near, 

And  feasts  his  saints  to-day  : 
Here  we  may  sit,  and  see  him  here, 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray. 

3  One  day  within  the  place 

Which  thou  dost,  Lord,  frequent, 
Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 
In  sinful  pleasures  spent. 

4  My  willing  soul  would  stay 

In  such  a  frame  as  this, 
And  sit  and  sing  herself  away 
To  everlasting  bliss. 


133. 


S.  M. 


DODDRIDGE. 


1  To-morrow,  Lord,  is  thine, 
Lodged  in  thy  sovereign  hand, 


And  if  its  sun  arise  and  shine, 
It  shines  by  thy  command. 


2  The  present  moment  flies, 
And  bears  our  life  away: 
O  !  make  thy  servants  truly  wise, 
That  they  may  live  to-day. 


3  Since  on  this  winged  hour 
Eternity  is  hung, 
Waken  by  thine  almighty  power 
The  aged  and  the  young. 


4  One  thing  demands  our  care  : 
O  !  be  it  still  pursued, 
Lest,  slighted  once,  the  season  fair 
Should  never  be  renew'd. 


5  To  Jesus  may  we  fly, 

Swift  as  the  morning  light, 

Lest  life's  young  golden  beam  should  die 
In  sudden,  endless  night. 
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134. 


L.  M. 


1  Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne, 
Ye  nations,  bow  with  sacred  joy  : 

Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone, 
He  can  create,  and  he  destroy. 

2  His  sovereign  power,  without  our  aid, 
Made  us  of  clay,  and  form'd  us  men : 

And  when    like    wand'ring    sheep    we 
stray 'd, 
He  brought  us  to  his  fold  again. 

'*  We'll  crowd  thy  gates  with  thankful 

songs, 

High  as  the  heavens  our  voices  raise; 

And  earth, with  herten  thousand  tongues, 

Shall  lill  thy  courts  with  sounding  praise. 

4  Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command  : 

Vast  as  eternity  thy  love: 
Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  must  stand, 

When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move. 


133. 


L.  M. 


1  From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise — 
Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung, 
Through  everv  laud,  bv  everv  tongue. 


'  '  *N  Lf    I  ,  'Mil, 

terual  are  thy  mercies,  Lord,  Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 


2  Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord, 

Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word  : 

Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to 

shore, 
Till  suns. shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 


136. 


L.  M 


WATTS. 


1  When  1  survey  the  wondrous  cross 
On  which  the  Prince  of  glory  died, 

My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ  my  God  : 

All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood. 


3  See,  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down  ! 

Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet  \ 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  ? 


Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small : 


Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 


137". 


L.  M. 


1  The  Judge  of  all  shall   soon  come 

down, 
Bright  on  his  everlasting  throne, 
Summon  the  nations  to  his  bar, 
And  I  shall  take  my  trial  there. 


2  Jesus,  my  Advocate  with  God. 
()  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blooa, 
That,  at  my  last  appearing,  1 
With  joy  may  meet  thee  in  the  sky. 


138. 


L.M. 


Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings 

flow ; 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below  ; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  Heavenly  host — 
Praise  Father,  Son,"  and  HolyGhosu 
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139. 


C.  M. 


C.  WESLEY. 


1  O  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free  ! 
A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  hlood, 
So  freely  spilt  for  me  ! 


2  A  heart  resign'd,  submissive,  meek, 
My  great  Redeemer's  throne, 

Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 


3  O  for  a  lowly  contrite  heart, 
Believing,  true,  and  clean ! 

Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  Him  that  dwells  within : 


4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renew'd 

And  full  of  love  divine : 
Perfect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good- 

A  copy,  Lord,  of  thine. 


140. 


C.  M. 


NEWTON. 


(how    sweet     the 


1  Amazing     grace 
sound !) 
That  saved  a  wretch  like  me ! 

1  once  was  lost,  but  now  I'm  found — 
Was  blind,  but  now  I  see. 

2  'Twas  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to 

fear, 
And  grace  my  fears  relieved : 
How  precious  did  that  grace  appear 
The  hour  I  first  believed ! 

3  Through  many  dangers,  toils,and  snares 
I  have  already  come  : 

'Tis  grace  has  brought  me  safe  thus  far, 
And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 

4  The  Lord  has  promised  good  to  me — 
His  word  my  hope  secures  : 

He  will  my  shield  and  portion  be 
As  long  as  life  endures. 

5  Yea,  when  this  flesh  and  heart  shall 

fail, 
And  mortal  life  shall  cease, 
I  shall  possess,  within  the  veil, 
A  life  of  ioy  and  peaee. 


141. 


C.  M.       JANE  TAYLOR. 


1  There  is  a  path  that  leads  to  God, 

All  others  go  astray : 
Narrow,  but  pleasant  is  the  road, 
And  Christians  love  the  way. 


2  It  leads  straight  through  this  world  of 
sin, 

And  dangers  must  be  pass'd ; 
But  those  who  boldly  walk  therein 

Will  come  to  heaven  at  last : 


3  While  the  broad  road  where  thousand* 

go 
Lies  near,  and  opens  fair  ; 
And  many  turn  aside,  I  know, 
To  walk  with  sinners  there. 


4  But  lest  my  feeble  steps  should  slide, 

Or  wander  from  the  way, 
Lord,  condescend  to  be  my  guide, 

And  I  shall  never  stray. 
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C.  M. 


1  Here,  Lord,  before  thy  mercy-seat 

In  Christ's  prevailing  name, 
Behold  a  band  of  children  meet, 
Their  Father" s  love  to  claim. 


2  Our  foolish  hearts,  alas  !  are  slow 

To  understand  thy  way: 
O  teach  us,  Lord,  thy  will  to  know, 

And  help  us  to  obey. 


3  Kind  are  the  friends   who   bring  us 
here 

To  learn  thy  holy  word ; 
But  vain  is  all  their  toil  and  care, 

Without  thy  blessing,  Lord. 


4  Fulfil  their  hopes:  thy  grac  display 

In  every  youthful  mi'ud  ; 
And  while  they  guide  us  in  th,    vay, 

Let  them  a  blessing  find. 


10 


143. 


C.  M. 


1  Almighty  God,  thy  piercing  eye 

Strikes  through  the  shades  of  night, 
And  our  most  secret  actions  lie 
All  open  to  thy  sight. 

2  There's  not  a  sin  that  we  commit, 
Nor  wicked  word  we  say, 

But  in  thy  dreadful  book  'tis  writ, 
Against  the  judgment-day. 

3  And  must  the  crimes  that  I  have  done 
Be  read  and  publish'd  there  ? 

Be  all  exposed  before  the  sun, 
While  men  and  angels  hear  1 

4  Lord,  at  thy  feet  ashamed  I  lie  : 
Upward  I  dare  not  look  : 

Pardon  my  sins  before  I  die, 
And  blot  them  from  thy  book. 


5  Remember  all  the  dying  pains 

That  my  Redeemer  felt, 
And  let  his  blood  wash  out  my  stains, 

And  answer  for  mv  guilt. 


6  O  may  I  now  forever  fear 
T'  indulge  a  sinful  thought, 

Since  the  great  God  can  see  aud  hear, 
And  writes  down  every  fault. 


144. 


C.  M. 


1  Still  let  us  keep  the  end  in  mind 

For  which  we  hither  came, 
In  search  of  useful  knowledge  join'd 
As  followers  of  the  Lamb. 

2  Through  him  let  us  to  God  look  up 
In  every  step  we  take  ; 

And  for  his  constant  blessing  hope, 
For  Jesus'  only  sake. 

3  His  grace  if  God  on  us  confer, 
We  then  shall  learn  apace: 

Live  to  his  glory,  and  declare 
Our  heavenly  teacher's  praise. 

4  We  in  his  favor  shall  retrieve 
Our  long-lost  paradise : 

Take  of  the  tree  of  life,  aud  live 
Immortal  in  the  skies. 


146 


BALERMA.    C.  M, 
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145. 


ft 

C,  M.  DODDRIDGE. 


1  See  Israel's  gentle  Shepherd  stand 
With  all  engaging  charms  : 
Hark  how  he  calls  the  tender  laiuhs, 
And  folds  them  in  his  arms ! 


2  "Permit  them  to  approach,"  he  cries, 
"  Nor  scorn  their  humhle  name  : 

For  'twas  to  hless  such  souls  as  these 
The  Lord  of  angels  came." 

■3  We  bring   them,  Lord,   in   thankful 
hands 

And  yield  them  up  to  thee  : 
Joyful  that  we  ourselves  are  thine, 

Tuine  let  our  offspring  be. 


146.  0.  M.  WATTS. 

1  Father,  I  wait  before  thy  throne — 

Call  me  a  child  of  thine; 
Send  down  the  Spirit  of  thy  Son, 

To  form  my  heart  divine. 


2  There  shed  thy  promised  love  abroad, 
And  make  my  comfort  strong  ; 

Then  shall  I  say,  "  My  Father,  God  1" 
With  an  unwavering  tongue. 


147.  C.   M.      JANE  TAYLOR. 

1  Death    has    been    here,  and    borne 

away 
A  brother  from  our  side  : 
Just  in  the  morning  of  his  day, 
As  young  as  we,  he  died. 

2  Not  long  ago  he  fill'd  his  place, 
And  sat  with  us  to  learn  ; 

But  he  has  run  his  mortal  race, 
And  never  can  return. 

3  Perhaps  our  time  may  be  as  short, 
Our  days  may  fly  as  fast : 

O  Lord,  impress  the  solemn  thought 
That  this  may  be  our  last. 

4  We  cannot  tell  who  next  may  fall 
Beneath  thy  chastening  rod  : 

One  must  be  first  ;but  let  us  all 
Prepare  to  meet  our  God. 


14^ 


C.  M. 


WATTS. 


1  Alas  !  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed  ? 

And  did  my  Sovereign  die  ? 
Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 

For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 


2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done 
He  groan'd  upon  the  tree? 

Amazing  pity !  grace  unknown ! 
And  love  beyond  degree ! 


3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide 

And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  Christ  the  mighty  Maker,  died 

For  man,  the  creature's  sin  ! 


4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face, 
While  his  dear  cross  appears  : 

Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 


5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe  : 
Here,  Lord  I  give  myself  away : 

Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 


SILOANI.    CM.  HI 

I.  B.  Woodbury,  by  per.  of  F.  J.  Hu>-tixgton. 
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149. 


CM. 


1  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

How  fair  the  lily  grows  ! 
How  sweet  the  breath,  beneath  the  hill, 

Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose  ! 


2  Lo  !  such  the  child  whose  early  feet 
The  paths  or  peace  have  trod — 

Whose  secret  heart,  with  influence  sweet, 
Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

3  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 
The  lily  must  decay  : 

The  rose  that  blooms" beneath  the  hill 
Must  shortly  fade  away. 

4  And  soon,  too  soon,  the  wintry  hour 
Of  man's  maturer  age 

May  shake  the  soul  with  sorrow's  power, 
And  stormy  passion's  rage. 

5  O  Thou,  whose  infant  feet  were  found 
Within  thy  Father's  shrine, — 

Whose    years,  with    changeless    virtue 
crowu'd 
Were  all  alike  divine,— 


6  Dependent  on  thy  bounteous  breath, 

We  seek  thy  grace  alone, 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age,  and  death, 

To  keep  us  still  thine  owm 


150. 


C.  M. 


1  Celestial  Dove,  Come  from  above 

And  guide  me  in  thy  ways : 
My  heart  prepare  For  solemn  prayer, 
And  tune  my  lips  to  praise. 


2  Open  mine  eyes,  And  make  me  wise 

My  interest  to  discern  : 
From  every  sin,  Without,  within, 

Incline  my  heart  to  turn. 


3  Fly  to  my  aid  When  I'm  atraid 
Or  plunged  in  deep  distress  : 

Mv  foes  subdue,  And  bring  me  through 
This  howling  wilderness. 


1£>1. 


CM. 


EDMESTON. 


1  A:kd  now  another  hour  is  past, 

Of  kind  instruction  given  ; 
And  this,  perhaps,  may  be  the  last 
On  this  side  hell  or  heaven. 


2  And  is  it  so  ?  How  dread  the  thought 

And  yet  indeed  how  true! 
If  I  could  feel  it  as  I  ought, 

This  day,  what  should  I  do? 


3  O  surely  prize  it  more  and  more, 
And  pray  that  God  would  give 

A  death  of  gain,  if  life  be  o'er, 
And  blessing,  if  I  live. 


C.  M. 

To  Father,  Son.  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God,  whom  we  adore, 

Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shull  be  evermore. 


us 
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152. 


8,  7. 


E.   ROBINSON. 


1   Come,  thou  Fount  of  every  blessing, 

Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace  : 
Streams  of  mercy  never  ceasing, 

Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 
Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet, 

Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above  : 
Praise  tlie  mount — I'm  fix'd  upon  it — 

Mount  of  thy  redeeming  love  ! 


•2  Here  I'll  raise  mine  Ebenezer, 

Hitber,  by  thy  help,  I'm  come  ; 
And  I  hope,  by  thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
Jesus  sought  me,  when  a  stranger, 

Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God  : 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Interposed  his  precious  blood. 


3  O  !  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I'm  constraiu'd  to  be  ! 
Let  thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  thee  ' 
Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it — 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love — 
Here's  my  heart,  O  take  and  seal  it ! 

Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above. 


153. 


8,7,8,7,4,7. 


1  Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy, 
Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore, 

Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you, 
Full  of  pity,  love,  and  power  : 
He  is  able, 

He  is  willing,  doubt  no  more. 


2  Now,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome, 

God's  free  bounty  glorify  ; 
True  belief  and  true  repentance, 

Every  grace  that  brings  you  nigh, 
Without  money, 
Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy. 


3  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger  : 
Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream  ; 

All  the  fitness  he  requireth 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  him  : 
This  he  gives  you, 

'Tis  the  spirit's  glim'ring  beam. 


4  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy-laden, 
Bruised  and  mangled  by  the  fall, 


If  you  tarry  till  you're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all ; 

Not  the  righteous, 
Sinners  Jesus  came  to  call. 


5  Agonizing  in  tho  garden, 
Lo !  your  Maker  prostrate  lies  ! 

On  the  bloody  tree  behold  him  I 
Hear  him  cry  before  he  dies, 

"It  is  finished  !" 
Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice  ? 


6  Lo  !  th'  incarnate  God  ascending, 
Pleads  the  merit  of  his  blood; 

Venture  on  him,  venture  freely 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude: 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 


7  Saints  and  angels,  joined  in  concert, 
Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lamb. 

While  the  blissful  seats  of  heaven 
Sweetly  echo  with  his  name : 

Hallelujah  ! 
Sinners  here  may  do  the  same. 


HENDON.    7s. 
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1  Holy  Bible !  book  divine ! 
Precious  treasure,  thou  art  mine ! 
Mine,  to  tell  me  whence  I  came, 
Mine,  to  teach  me  what  I  am. 

2  Mine,  to  chicle  me  when  I  rove, 
Mine,  to  show  a  Saviour's  love : 
Mine  art  thou  to  guide  my  feet, 
Miue,  to  judge,  condemn,  acquit, 

3  Mine  to  comfort  in  distress, 
If  the  Holy  Spirit  bless: 
Mine,  to  show  by  living  faith 
Man  can  triumph  over  death. 

4  Mine,  to  tell  of  joys  to  come, 
And  the  rebel  sinner's  doom  : 
O  thou  precious  hook  divine! 
Precious  treasure,  thou  art  mine ! 


1  Hark  '  the  herald  angels  sing, 
"Glory  to  the  new-born  King  ! 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild, 
God  and  sinners  reconciled." 

2  Joyful  all  ye  nations  rise, 
Join  the  triumphs  of  the  skies  : 
With  th'  angelic  hosts  proclaim, 
"Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem." 

3  Vail'd  in  flesh,  the  Godhead  see, 
Hail  th'  incarnate  Deity  ! 
Pleased  as  man  with  men  t'  appear, 
Jesus  our  Immanucl  here. 

4  Mild  he  lays  his  elory  by, 
Born  that  man  no  more  may  die  : 
Born  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth  : 
Born  to  give  them  second  birth. 


r^'iFfim 


1  Saviour,  while  thy  servants  meet, 
To  lead  children  to  thy  feet, 

Be  thou  present  with  them  there, 
Hear  their  praise,  and  grant  their  prayer. 

2  Thou,  on  earth,  didst  condescend 
To  appear  the  Infant's  Friend  : 
Surely,  now  thou  art  above, 
Children  share  not  less  thy  love. 

3  We  are  meeting  in  thy  sight : 
Aid  our  counsels,  guide  us  right, 
Warm  our  hearts,  and  may  we  know 
Sweetest  feeling's  warmest  glow. 

4  O  may  many  a  plant  he  found 
Blooming  on  this  sacred  ground, 
Whose  fair  fruits  and  flowers  shall  be 
Earnest  that  it  blooms  for  thee. 
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1^>T'.  S.  M.  DWIGHT. 

1  I  love  thy  kingdom,  Lord, 
The  house  of  thine  abode, 

The  church  our  bless'd  Redeemer  bought 
With  his  own  precious  blood. 

2  I  love  thy  church,  0  God 
Her  walls  before  thee  stand 

Dear  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye, 
And  graven  on  thy  hand. 

3  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall, 
For  her  my  prayers  ascend : 


To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

4  Beyond  my  highest  joy 
I  prize  her  heavenly  ways, 

Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows, 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 


15S3.  S.  M. 

1  Creator  !  Saviour  !  God  ! 
We  raise  our  hearts  to  thee  ; 


BOYLSTON.    S.  M. 


And,  resting  on  thy  precious  blood. 
We  bend  our  suppliant  knee. 

2  0  deign  to  hear  our  prayer, 
And  save  the  youthful  race  : 

Convert  the  children  of  our  care, 
By  thine  almighty  grace. 

3  Cause  them  to  feel  thy  love, 
Teach  them  to  lisp  thy  praise, 

While  strains  seraphic  from  above 
Re-echo  youthful  lays. 

Dr.  L.  MASON,  by  per. 
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WATTS. 


159. 

1  Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts, 
On  Jewish  altars  slain, 

Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace, 
Or  wash  away  the  stain. 

2  But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb, 
Takes  all  our  sins  away  : 

A  sacrifice  of    nobler  name 
And  richer  blood  than  they. 

3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  thine,— 

While  like  a  penitent  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 


lOO.  S.  M. 

I  And  am  I  born  to  die  ? 
To  lay  this  body  down  t 


C.  WESLEY; 


And  must  my  trembling  spirit  fly 
Into  a  world  unknown  ? 

2  Soon  as  from  earth  I  go, 
What  will  become  of  me  ? 

Eternal  happiness  or  wo 
Must  then  my  portion  be! 

3  Who  can  resolve  the  doubt 
That  tears  my  anxious  breast  ? 

Shall  I  be  with  the  damn'd  cast  out, 
Or  number'd  with  the  blest? 

4  I  must  from  God  be  driven, 
Or  with  my  Saviour  dwell — 

Must  come  at  his  command  to  heaven, 
Or  else  —depart  to  hell. 


Myself,  my  residue  of  days, 

I  consecrate  to  thee. 
2 'Thy  ransom'd  servant,  I 

Restore  to  thee  thine  own  ; 
And,  from  this  moment,  live  or  die 

To  serve  my  God  alone. 


161 


S.  M. 


C.  WESLEY. 
Lord,  in  the  strength  of  grace, 
With  a  glad  heart  and  free, 


16; 


S.  M. 


1  Once  more,  before  we  part, 

We'll  bless  the  Saviour's  name, 
Record  his  mercies,  every  heart — 
Sing  every  tongue,  the  same. 

2  May  we  receive  his  word, 
And  feed  thereon  and  grow  ■ 

Go  on  to  seek,  to  know  the  Lord, 
And  practice  wnat  we  know. 


GAVIN.    S.  M, 
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1  Weep,  little  children  weep 

A  teacher  gone  before  ; 
For  those  that  loved  to  see  his  face, 
Shall  see  his  face  no  more. 

2  Yet  all  whom  once  he  taught 
To  sit  at  Jesus'  feet, 

And  seek  the  blessedness  he  sought, 
May  him  in  glory  meet. 

3  Grieve,  brother  teachers  !  grieve  : 
With  you  he  bore  the  cross  ; 

And  gladly,  for  a  crown  of  life, 
Accounted  all  things  loss. 

4  His  eye,  his  voice,  his  hand 
Still  marshal  you  along  : 

A  fearless,  firm,  united  band- 
Quit  you  like  men— be  strong. 

5  Strong  in  the  Lord  was  he, 
And  valiant  for  the  truth : 


Moderato 


Go,  train  your  little  ones  to  be 
Christ's  soldiers  from  their  youth. 


164.  S.  M. 

1  A  charge  to  keep  I  have, 
A  God  to  glorify, 

A  never-dying  soul  to  save 
And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  ser^e  the  present  age. 
My  calling  to  fulfil, 

Oh,  may  it  all  my  powers  engage 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care 
As  in  thy  sight  to  live, 

And  0  thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare. 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 
And  on  thyself  rely, 

Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  for  ever  die. 


16i 


S.  M.  C.  WESLEY. 


1  0  that  I  could  repent, 

With  all  my  idols  part ; 
And  to  thy  gracious  eye  present 
An  humble,  coatrite  heart ! — 

2  A  heart  with  grief  opprest 
For  having  grieved  my  God  . 

A  troubled  heart  that  cannot  rest 
Till  sprinkled  with  thy  blood. 

3  Jesus,  on  me  bestow 
The  penitent  desire  . 

With  true   sincerity  of  wo 
My  aching  breast  inspire. 

4  With  softening  pity  look, 
And  melt  my  hardness  down 

Strike  with  thy  love's  resistless  stroke. 
And  break  this  heart  of  stone  ! 


|  1st.     |2d.  | 


JEWELS. 

CHORUS. 


GEO.  F.  ROOT.     From 


Chapel  Gems,"  by  per. 
I 
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166. 


I  When  he  cometh,  when  he  cometh, 
To  make  up  his  jewels, 
All  his  jewels,  precious  jewels, 
His  loved  and  his  own, 


Chorus.  Like  the  stars  of  the  morning, 
His  bright  crown  adorning, 
They  shall  shine  in  their  beauty 
Bright  gems  for  his  crown. 

2  He  will  gather,  he  will  gather 
The  gems  for  his  kingdom  ; 


All  the  pure  ones,  all  the  bright  ones, 
His  loved  and  his  own Chorus. 

3  Little  children,  little  children, 
Who  love  their  Redeemer, 

Are  the  jewels,  precious  jewels. 
His  loved  and  his  own. Chorus. 


LENOX.    H.M. 


EDSON. 
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H.  M. 


O.  WESLEY. 


1  Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow, 

The  gladly  solemn  sound  : 
Let  all  the  nations  know, 

To  earth's  remotest  hound, 
The  year  of  juhilee  is  come, 
Return,  ye  ransom' d  sinners,  home. 

2  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 
Hath  full  atonement  made  : 

Ye  weary  spirits,  rest, 

Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad  : 
The  year    of  juhilee  is  come, 
Return  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 

3  Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 
The  all-atoning  Lamb  : 

Redemption  through  his  blood 

Throughout  the  world  proclaim: 
The  year  of  juhilee  is  come, 
Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 

4  Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell, 
Your  liberty  receive. 

And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell, 
And  bless'd  in  Jesus  live: 


The  year  of  juhilee  is  come, 
Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 

5  Ye  who  have  sold  for  naught 
Your  heritage  above, 

Receive  it  back  unbought, 
The  gift  of  Jesus'  love  : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come, 
Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 

6  The  gospel  trumpet  hear, 
The  news  of  heavenly  graee  : 

And  saved  from  earth,  appear 
Before  your  Saviour's  face: 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come, 
Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 
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H.  M. 


C.  WESLEY. 


1  Arise,  my  soul,  arise, 

Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears, 
The  bleeding  sacrilice 

In  my  behalf  appears  : 
Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands  : 
My  name  is  written  on  his  hands. 


2  He  ever  lives  above, 
For  me  to  intercede : 

His  all-redeeming  love, 

His  precious  blood,  to  plead: 
His  blood  atoned  for  all  our  race. 
And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grace. 

3  Five  bleeding  wounds  he  bears, 
Received  on  Calvary : 

They  pour  effectual  prayers, 

They  strongly  speak  for  me  : 
"Forgive  him,  O  forgive,"  they  cry, 
"Nor  let  that  ransom'd  sinner  "die  f" 

4  The  Father  hears  him  pray, 
His  dear  Anointed  One  : 

He  cannot  turn  away 

The  presence  of  his  Son  : 
His  Spirit  answers  to  the  blood, 
And  tells  me  I  am  born  of  God. 

5  My  God  is  reconciled, 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear: 
He  owns  me  for  his  child, 

I  can  no  longer  fear : 
With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And  Father,  Abba,  Father,  cry. 
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Allegretto. 


169. 


C.  M. 


1  Around  the  throDe  of  God  in  heaven, 

Thousands  of  children  stand- 
Children  whose  sins  are  all  forgiven, 
A  holy,  happy  band,  Singing  glory, 
Glory,  glory  be  to  God  on  high. 


2  What  brought  them  to  that  world  above, 
That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair, 

Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  ? 
How  came  those  children  there.   Singing 
Glory,  glory,  glory  be  to  God  on  high. 


3  Because  the  Saviour  shed  h>3  blood 

To  wash  away  their  sin  : 
Bathed  in  that  pure  and  precious  flood, 

Behold  them  white  and  clean,  Singing, 
Glory,  glory,  glory  be  to  God  on  high. 


4  On  earth  they  sought  their  Saviour's  grace 
On  earth  they  loved  his  name  ; 

So  now  they  see  his  blessed  face, 
And  stand  before  the  Lamb.  Singing, 
Glory,  glory,  glory  be  to  God  on  high. 


L.  C.  EVERETT. 
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WATTS. 


The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is, 
I  shall  be  well  supplied  ; 
Since  he  is  mine  and  I  am  his, 
H*  What  can  I  want  besid*.  :U 


2  He  leads  me  to  the  place 
Where  heavenly  pasture  grows, 

Where  living  waters  gently  pass, 
|| :  And  full  salvation  flows.  :j| 

3  If  e'er  I  go  astray, 

He  doth  my  soul  reclaim, 
And  guides  me  in  his  own  right  way, 
|| :  For  his  most  holy  name.  :|| 

4  While  he  affords  hi3  aid, 
I  cannot  yield  to  fear; 


Though  I  should  walk  through  death's  dark 
shade, 
|| :  My  Shepherd's  with  me  there.  :|| 

5  In  spite  of  all  my  foeg, 
Thou  dost  my  table  spread  : 

My  cup  with  blessings  overflows, 
|| :  And  joy  exalts  my  head:  :|| 

6  The  bounties  of  thy  love 

Shall  crown  my  follVing  days  ; 
Nor  from  thy  house  will  I  remove, 
|| :  Nor  cease  to  speak  thy  praise.  :|J 
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l^l.  8S&7S.  GRANT. 

1  Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 

All  to  leave  and  follow  thee  : 
Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken, 

Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be. 
Perish,  every  fond  ambition, 

All  I've  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known  : 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition, 

God  and  heaven  are  stili  my  own! 

2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me : 
They  have  left  my  Saviour  too  : 

Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me — 
Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue. 

And  while  thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 
God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might, 

Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  disown  me, 
Show  thy  face,  and  all  is  bright. 

3  Go,  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure : 
Come,  disaster,  scorn,  and  paiu  : 

In  thy  service  pain  is  pleasure — 

With  thy  favor  loss  is  gain. 
I  have  call'd  thee  Abba,  Father, — 

1  have  set  inv  heart  on  tnee 


Storms  may  howl,  and  clouds  may  gather, 
All  must  work  for  good  to  me. 

W&i  8s  &  7s. 

1  Farewell,  brother  !  deep  and  lowly 

Rest  thee  on  thy  bed  of  clay  : 
Kindred  spirits,  angels  holy, 

Bore  thy  heavenward  soul  away  : 
Sad  we  gave  thee  to  the  number 

Laid  in  yonder  icy  halls, 
And  above  thy  peaceful  slumber 

Many  a  shower  of  sorrow  falls. 

2  Hear  our  prayer,  0  God  of  glory, 
Lowly  breathed  in  sorrow's  song: 

Bleeding  hearts  lie  hare  before  thee — 
Come,  in  holy  trust  made  strong  ! 

Hark  !  a  voice  moves  nearer,  stronger, 
From  the  shadowy  land  we  dread: 

Mortals  !  mortals  !  seek  no  longer 
Those  that  live — among  the  dead. 

3  Farewell,  brother !  soon  we'll  meet  thee 
Where  no  cloud  of  sorrow  rolls  : 

For  glad  tidings  float,  how  sweetly  : 


From  the  glorious  land  of  souls  : 
Death's  cold  gloom  now  parts  asunder: 

Lo  !  the  folding  shades  are  gone : 
Mourner,  upward !  yonder,  yonder  ! 

God's  broad  day  comes  pouring  on. 

IT'S.  8s  &  7s.       s.  F.  SMITH. 

1  Sister,  thou  wast  mild  and  lovely, 

Gentle  as  the  summer  breeze, 
Pleasant  as  the  air  of  evening 

When  it  floats  among  the  trees: 
Peaceful  be  thy  silent  slumber, 

Peaceful  in  the  grave  so  low  : 
Thou  no  more  wilt  join  our  number, 

Thou  no  more  our  songs  shalt  know. 

2  Dearest  sister,  thou  hast  left  us, 
Here  thy  loss  we  deeply  feel ; 

But  'tis  God  that  hath  bereft  us  : 
He  can  all  our  sorrows  heal. 

Yet  again  we  hope  to  meet  thee 
Wnen  the  day  of  life  is  fled, 

Then  in  heaven  with  joy  to  greet  thee, 
Where  no  farewell  tear  is  shed. 
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C.  WESLEY. 


1  Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul. 

Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high  : 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  he  past: 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide: 

O  receive  my  soul  at  last : 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none, 
Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee : 

Leave,  ah  !  leave  me  not  alone  : 
Still  support  and  comfort  me  . 

All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stay'd. 
All  my  help  from  thee  I* bring: 

Cover  my  defenceless  head 
With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 

3  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want: 
More  than  all  in  thee  I  find : 


Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
Just  and  holy  is  thy  name  : 

I  am  all  unrighteousness: 
False,  and  full  of  sin  I  am  : 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 
4  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin  : 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within  : 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  ait : 

Freely  let  me  take  of  thee  : 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart : 

Rise  to  all  eternity  ! 


lVi 


C.   WESLEY. 


I  Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die  ? 
God,  your  Maker,  asks  you  why  ! 
God,  who  did  your  being  give, 
Made  you  with  himself  to  live — 

SPRING.    CM. 


He  the  fatal  cause  demands, 
Asks  the  work  of  his  own  hands, 
Why,  ye  thankless  creatures,  why 
Will  ye  cross  his  love,  and  die  1 
Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  your  Saviour,  asks  you  why  ! 
God,  who  did  your  souls  retrieve, 
Died  himself,  that  ye  might  live. 
Will  ye  let  him  die  in  vain  ? 
Crucify  your  Lord  again  ? 
Why,  ye  ransoin'd  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  slight  his  grace,  and  diet 
Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  the  Spirit,  asks  you  why  ! 
He  who  all  your  lives  hath  strove, 
Woo'd  you  to  embrace  his  love : 
Will  ye  not  his  grace  receive  ? 
Will  ye  still  refuse  to  live  ? 
Why,  ye  long-sought  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  grieve  your  God,  and  die? 

L.  C.  EVERETT.  From  "Tabor." by  per. 
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1  Salvation 


C.  M.  watts. 

O  the  joyful  sound  ! 


'Ti8  pleasure  to  our  ears  ; 
A  sovereign  balm  for  every  wound, 
A  cordial  for  our  fears. 


2  Buried  in  sorrow  and  in  sin, 
At  hell's  dark  door  we  lay  : 

But  we  arise  by  grace  divine, 
To  see  a  heavenly  day. 


3  Salvation  !  let  the  echo  fly 
The  spacious  earth  around, 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 
Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 
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C.  M. 


COWPER, 


1  There  is  a  fountain  fill'd  with  blood, 

Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins  ; 
And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood, 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fountain  in  his  day  ; 

And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

3  Dear  dying  Lamb,  thy  precious  blood 
Shall  never  lose  its  power, 

Till  all  the  rausom'd  church  of  God 
Be  saved  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 

Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 


5  Then,  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I'll  sing  thy  power  to  save, 
Whvjn  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue 

Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 


17^. 


C.  M.        STEAPHAN. 


1  Merct,  descending  from  above, 

In  softest  accents  pleads  : 
0  may  each  tender  bosom  move 
When  mercy  intercedes. 

2  Children  our  kind  protection  claim, 
And  God  will  well  approve 

When  infants  learn  to  lisp  his  name 
And  their  Creator  love. 

3  Delightful  work  !  young  souls  to  win, 
And  turn  the  rising  race 


RETREAT.    L.  M. 


From  the  deceitful  paths  of  sin, 
To  seek  their  Saviour's  face. 

4  Almighty  God  !  thine  influence  shed, 
To  aid  this  bless'd  design  : 

The  honor  of  thy  name  be  spread, 
And  all  the  glory  thine. 


179.  C.  M.  WATTS. 

1  TiOVE  God  with  all  your  soul  and  strength. 
With  all  your  heart  and  mind  ; 

And  love  your  neighbor  as  yourself — 
Be  faithful,  just,  and  kind. 

2  Deal  with  another,  as  you'd  have 
Another  deal  with  you  : 

What  you're  unwilling  to  receive 
Be  sure  you  never  do. 


DR.  T.  HASTINGS. 
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1  From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat: 

'Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

2  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
""he  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads, — 
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A  place  than  all  besides  more  sweet  : 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 

3  There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend; 
Though  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat. 


4  There,  there,  on  «agle  wings  we  soar, 
And  sense  and  sin  molest  no  more, 

And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to  greet 
And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 

5  Oh,  let  my  hand  forget  her  skill, 
My  tongue  be  silent,  cold  and  still, 
This  throbbing  heart  forget  to  beat, 
If  I  forget  the  mercy-seat. 
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